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CHAPTER I. 

CONCEBNING THB " CHEEBT GBKBTING" — PEG THE « 
EAVEN, AND HIS FBIEND THE TEEEIEB. 

Well might the good folks of Bristol open 
their eyes ! Well might elderly people stop 
short in the street and accost each other 
eagerly! Well might the dashing young 
fellow from London, who had recently opened 
the "Revolution" gin-palace in the High* 
street, stand at his door, twiddling his oily 
whiskers in blank astonishment 1 Look ! Here 
was the (€ Cheery Greeting"— once upon a 
time as bustling an inn as any in the land, 
but, for nigh twenty years past, a forgotten 
1 
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pile, showing but feeble signs of life — alive 
and uproarious! Here was the dead coach- 
ing-house suddenly resuscitated, and driving 
a rattling trade ! 

There was no mistake about it. The wide 
doors, the windows of the waiting-room and 
of the public parlour, and of the tap and of the 
bar-parlour were all open, and tobacco-smoke, 
and riot, and laughter issuing therefrom. 
Outside, and by the leaky horse-trough (used, 
for a considerable period, by the idle and 
shuttlecock-disposed juvenile nurses of the 
neighbourhood as snug and secure stowage for 
their infant charges), was a string of vehicles; 
and the horse-trough pump, wheezing and 
complaining as its arm was roughly handled, 
spouted out its sparkling water as beautifully 
as when those famous " tits/ 1 who drew that 
swift night-coach "Lightning," bathed their 
steaming noses there. The big stable gates 
were wide open, exposing the long range of 
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stabling, and the tall, rank grass sprouting 
between the cobbled stones. 

What was the matter? Had the « Cheery 
Greeting/' through long 'brooding and melan- 
choly, suddenly roused to reckless insanity? 
or had Parliament passed a bill abolishing 
railways, and restored to the ancient inn its 
good old times? Ah! what a pity that bill 
was not passed a few weeks before, that old 
Johnny Emmet might have rejoiced once more 
before he died! Who knows? It might 
even have saved his life I 

But those bills stuck about the walls, and in 
the windows, and on the shutters of the 
"Cheery Greeting !" They are not parlia- 
mentary bills ! Alas, no ! Now the mystery 
is explained. They are auctioneers' bills ; and 
the guests who have so astonished the pump, 
and created a panic amongst the spiders in the 
waiting room, are solely of the human vulture 
tribe— brokers' men. The " Cheery Greeting" 

1—2 
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is about to fall beneath the hammer. Johnny 
Emmet, whose father, and whose father before 
him, had lived and died in the old place, had 
fallen beneath the hammer barely a month ago 
— the difference being, the hammer Johnny 
succumbed to was the undertaker's, and the 
other the auctioneer's. It was a mercy to 
the broken-down old innkeeper that the former 
had concluded his tapping before the latter 
began. 

And so the auctioneer in his rostrum 
tapped and tapped with his little hammer, 
breaking, as one may say, the " Cheery Greet- 
ing" into convenient little bits, to be snapped 
up and swallowed by the hungry brokers' men 
below. It was much like the feeding of dogs. 
First the sleek and well-to-do dogs — hook- 
nosed and dark-eyed mostly — were fed. These 
picked daintily at the silver flagons and at the 
spoons, and at the old India china punch-bowls, 
and the silver ladles with old spade guineas let 
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into the bottom. They then retired in favour 
of a troop of robust dogs, with keen appetites, 
and not above pewter and copper goods, and 
crockery, and household furniture. These 
satiated, the lean, gaunt dogs, who had been 
lurking about since the morning, fell on the 
"sundries" and the cheap rubbish that re- 
mained from the banquet, including " Lot 295 
— Thirty-one garden-pots, two door-mats, a de- 
tached scraper, and stable-pail " — which, 
indeed, was the last lot of all — and the sale 
was at an end, and the auctioneer dismounted 
from his rostrum and joined the two executors 
in the bar-parlour, there to discuss a bottle or 
80 of rare wine that had been smuggled be- 
yond the reach of the devastating hammer, 
while the broker-men "cleared" their pur- 
chases. At last there was but one "clearer" 
— he of the door-mats and detached scraper — . 
left, and him the house-agent was following 
about, jingling the house keys impatiently, for 
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it was growing towards night, and the house- 
agent wanted to get home. 

Out at last, every one of em, and the street- 
door banged with a hollow bang, and the big 
key turned in the big lock. 

"Whew! whew! whew!" whistled the 
house-agent, as, for a moment, he stood to 
adjust the last button of his top-coat (it was 
terribly cold). " Come home with me, poor 
fellow! You won't, eh? Very well, then, 
you silly brute, lie there and freeze to death if 
you prefer it." 

The whistling and the observation were not, 
however, addressed to the lagging door-mat 
clearer, but to a forlorn old terrier, ragged- 
coated and one-eyed, who had been the very 
last to quit the "Cheery Greeting" (indeed, 
only that his tail dropped so forlornly, it would 
certainly have got pinched as the house-agent 
banged the door) and who moved no further 
than the outer threshold, along which he lay, 
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pressing his nose to the draughty chink. It 
was old Emmett's dog. 

The "Entertainment for Man and Beast/' 
displayed on the swinging sign by the horse- 
trough, had of late years been of a decidedly 
limited character, being confined to one man, 
Habakkuk Joy by name, who of old had been 
head ostler in the yard, and who, although 
there were dozens of feather-beds in the house, 
and his master would have been glad of his 
company, preferred roosting in a mangy hay- 
loft, where he was found, one frosty morning, 
dead, with a horse-rug over him, and a nose- 
bag under his head for a pillow. 

The one-eyed terrier, I was about to add, 
was the only beast of late " entertained" at the 
"Cheery Greeting -" but to do so would not 
be doing the dog justice, as really it was he who 
entertained the old innkeeper — not in a frivo- 
lous sense and by merry antics and tumblings, 
but rather by a display of cheerful content and 
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constant affection. He came of no mean 
family, did that dog. IJis father it was who 
was owned by the guard of the " Lightning" 
coach, and who, when that swift vehicle was 
stopped in the night by that prince of high- 
waymen Jerry Drake, resented the intrusion of 
that gentleman's hand into the coach's " boot" 
— bit a large piece out of it, indeed — and there- 
by furnished evidence that hanged the highway 
thief. That was twenty- three years ago— just 
before the one-eyed terrier was born. Johnny 
Emmett was a prime, able man then, and 
railways so young, that the " coach without 
horses" was stijl considered a good joke, and 
one much affected by the host of the " Cheery 
Greeting." 

" If my heart don't ache before that miracle 
comes to pass," said he, " it may ache as much 
as it likes afterwards." 

The observation was made very frequently, 
and in all parts of the inn ; and, as the terrier 
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was a privileged puppy, and roamed at will 
from bar-parlour to cellar, it is very likely he 
may have heard it. Perhaps, as he now lies in 
the cold, outside the empty house, this remark 
of his late master recurs to his memory and 
helps to make him so miserable. Miserable 
he is, if ever dog was. To be old, and ragged, 
and toothless, and homeless, is surely enough 
to make a dog miserable. 

So there he lay on the threshold, with the 
tears trickling down his cold nose, and almost 
freezing there, till, by sheer force of grievous 
meditation, he was lifted on to his legs. Then, 
all in the dark, he slouched into the road and 
peered up to see if there was such a thing as a 
light at any of the windows ; but finding none, 
seeing his jolly old home so black, and blank, 
and quiet, he threw up his head and delivered 
himself of a prolonged, doleful howl, and then 
gathered himself up to trot off. 

But a voice restrained him. It wasn't by 
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any means a pleasant voice, by reason of its 
partaking so much of the nature of croaking 
and snorting, and being, moreover, sharp and 
imperative. It came from out the pitchy dark- 
ness that enveloped the blank old inn. "Rough, 
Rough/' called the voice ; " whew, whew ! come 
here ! come back, old lad !" 

The old lad paused in the long, aimless 
trot he had just dropped into, pricked up his 
ears, feebly waved his mite of a tail, and, turn- 
ing round, almost frisked back to the wreck of 
the " Cheery Greeting." As he neared the 
horse-trough, there came a flapping of wings, 
and then a great gaunt raven alighted on the 
edge of the trough, and, by its intense black- 
ness, stood out plainly to be seen, despite the 
darkness of the night. The one-eyed dog 
whined as he reared up against the trough, and 
rubbed his nose against the claws of the grim 
bird that clasped the edge of it. 

" Hallo, Peg !" said he, " bless my life, I'm 
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so delighted to see you, I could almost wag my 
tail off ! I began to think you had been put 
down in the inventory and sold off with the 
rest of the whole place." 

"No such luck, Bough," replied the raven, 
with an unpleasant croaking chuckle ; "I wish 
some of the vagabonds had bought me. I 
wish that Mr. Solomons, who bought the punch- 
bowls and the silver tankards, had taken a fancy 
to me and carried me home. I heard somebody 
say he kept a curiosity shop. My eyes and 
claws ! Fancy having the run of a curiosity 
shop kept by your enemy !" 

€t Where were you, Peg, while the sale was 
going on?" asked the one-eyed dog. 

" Up the waiting-room chimney, and peeping 
through a chink in the mantel-piece," replied 
the raven. " I had my eye on the shabby fel- 
lows the whole time. A dreadful lot, Bough ! 
just the sort a raven would hate naturally, they 
being, to a man — as their eyes and noses at- 
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tested — of the true raven breed, arid ashamed 
to own it — trying to hide it by oily words and 
lamb-like gestures, the cowards ! Why didn't 
they hop in boldly and say, ' Look out ! we're 
ravens ; we mean to swag off all we can, and 
t6 split farthings against all bidders/ I got 
so disgusted with that Mr. Solomons, that I 
went outside to see if any satisfaction might be 
got out of his gig ; but there was nothing port- 
able lying about except the toll-gate ticket, 
tucked under the dash-iron strap; however, 
he'll have to pay another four-pence halfpenny 
before the pike-man will let him through. 
Capital joke, wasn't it ?" 

€t There was, certainly, much more of fun 
than honesty in the transaction/' replied the 
old dog seriously. "To tell you the truth, 
Peg, I don't blame you, my friend, for your 
cheerfulness, but, you see, it's different with 
you than with me. True, we have both lost 
our home and our master, but there isn't a 
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shop in the city, with the exception of the 
tailor's " 

"And the goldsmith's/* put in the raven, 
winking wickedly. 

" And the goldsmith's, where you may not 
show your head and be made welcome. But 
what would they say if I were to take my beg- 
garly coat and toothless muzzle amongst them ? 
Old age, Peg, old age ! Why, I'm in my 
twenty-third year; and you must be " 

"One hundred and nineteen, come St. 
Swithin's," interrupted the raven, flapping 
his wings and whistling, as if in defiance of 
time— "a hundred and nineteen years old, 
and my claws, and eyes, and beak as good as 
ever! And to think of the many narrow 
squeaks for my life I have had in the time ! To 
think of the many times I have been in 
Death's hands, as I may say, with his fingers 
round my neck ! But I've wriggled out of his 
grasp, and I'll do it again. I believe the story 
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my mother used to tell me, about the limits 
of a raven's life being a hundred and twenty 
years, to be all a lie. What does Death want 
with me? I've got no body for him to kill 
— I'm nothing but malice and feathers! 
Whoo-op! Who's afraid of Death?" And 
the evil bird executed a diabolical dance along 
the edge of the horse-trough. 

" I wouldn't brag of the endurance of my 
eyesight, or of the strength of my beak, if I 
were you. Recollect, Peg, other folk might 
have had two good eyes as well as yourself, 
if it had not been for that cruel beak of yours 1" 
And the old terrier looked up with his one 
eye so sadly at the grim dancer, that he paused 
in the midst of his fantastic capers, and, 
regarding his four-footed companion, blinked 
ashamedly. If the raven had the least affection 
for any living creature, it was for Rough, whom 
he had known from his puppyhood; and the 
allusion to the eye-pecking affair— though it 
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had occurred many years before— evidently 
touched him. He hopped down to the dog's 
back gently, and scratched its head coaxingly 
with his beak. 

" Never mind, old boy," said he ; " I didn't 
mean to hurt your feelings. The reason 
I called you back when you had bid the old 
place good-by and was trotting off, was to 
tell you, that while those rascals were here 
to-day, I discovered a nice piece of beef-steak 
on a plate in the kitchen. I moved it into 
the stable. Come along; you can easily get in 
by creeping under the yard-gate, and we'll 
have a comfortable bit of supper together — 
for the last time, perhaps." 

"Thank you," replied the ragged terrier. "I 
think I could pick a bit just now, for the fact 
is, I have been so choke-full of grief all day, 
as to have no room for even a mouthful of 
victuals, though there has been plenty lying 
about." 
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So they straightway made for the stable, 
and from out an old manger, and tinder some 
straw, the raven produced the steak he had 
found in the kitchen ; with his stout beak he 
ripped it in two, and, giving one half to the 
dog, proceeded to devour the other half. The 
meat was tender, yet the terrier's teeth were 
so decayed that he made but slow work of his 
supper; and even the raven, in spite of his 
bragging of his undiminished vigour, stickled 
much at the skinny parts, and wheezed dread- 
fully with the exertion of tearing the meat 
asunder; so that, the meal at an end, it was 
no wonder that old age and its infirmities 
should be the subject foremost in the mind 
of each* However, both seemed equally dis- 
inclined to broach the topic, and it was not for 
full half an hour after supper — indeed, not till 
the dog had curled himself nose and tail 
together, and the raven, as was his constant 
practice, had nestled comfortably within the 




THE 8ALB AT THE " CHEERY GREETING. 



PEG BEGINS HIS NARRATIVE. J 7 

shaggy ring the dog's body made — that the 
latter spoke, in a low whisper* and to him- 
self— 

"Good gracious me! A hundred and 
nineteen!" 

" Next St. Swithin's/' promptly responded 
the wakeful raven. 

"I beg your pardon, Peg; I thought you 
were asleep. But I say, Peg, if s a tremendous 
number of years, isn't it?" 

"The very thing Fve been thinking on 
ever since we finished supper," replied the 
raven soberly ; " somehow, I can't go to sleep 
for thinking on it." 

" What an age to look back to !" remarked 
the terrier. "I don't suppose, Peg, you can, 
look back to the very beginning ?" 

" Quite a mistake, my friend," replied the 
raven ; " I assure you that, among the remark- 
able qualities inherent in my species, tenacity 
of memory ranks foremost. You'd hardly 
2 
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think, now, that I have, at this very moment, 
in my eye the old belfry where I was born ; 
and that I can see the nest, and my father 
and mother, and my little brother (he was 
shot, poor fellow !), and my three little sisters. 
Bless you ! the jolly times I used to have then 
are as fresh in my mind as though they hap- 
pened only last week. I think I see father 
scudding home with a young rabbit or a little 
chicken — dead and deliriously high-flavoured — 
and mother looking out, and calling him by 
pleasant names, and imploring him not to 
drop it. I think I can see myself and sisters 
once more playing touch under mother's wings 
and over her back, and father chanting a stave 
in that deep bass voice of his, and we joining 
chorus ! Ah me!" - 

"They must have been prime times, so 
to have impressed themselves on the mind 
of a mere fledgling," observed the old 
dog suspiciously. Evidently he suspected 
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his friend of indulging in his customary 
habit. 

"But I wasn't a fledgling all the time/' 
urged the raven. " You may not be aware of 
it, but you may take my word for the fact, 
that, in a wild state, no creatures are so 
sociable or tender towards each other as are 
ravens. Birds, as you know, as a rule, send 
their young ones adrift as soon as they are 
able to shift for themselves; so will dogs ; so 
will mankind, for all their boasted humanity. 
But such a thing is never heard of in a raven 
family. Suppose, as is generally the case, the 
children are born in March 5 well, by May they 
can fly pretty well, and have found how to use 
their beaks and claws. But do these young 
ones, as soon as they have a decent coat to 
their backs, slight and desert the old folks? 
Do the old birds turn them from the nest and 
bid them build for themselves ? No. Every 
evening, for the remainder of that summer at 
2— % 
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least, does the entire family assemble together 
to chat over the events of the day, and to 
advise with their parents on their various 
difficulties." 

"And when you grew old enough, and 
married, Peg, I suppose your home was con- 
ducted on the same principle ?" observed the 
terrier. 

"Well, to tell the truth, Rough," hesi- 
tatingly replied Peg, " it was my misfortune 
to form an attachment for one of the most 

but there, if I once start that subject, 

there will be no chance of your getting a 
wink of sleep before daylight, I can tell 
you." 

" I don't feel a bit inclined for sleep," said 
the old dog, "and I never .knew you so 
wakeful this time o' night. If it wouldn't be 
troubling you too much, it would give me 
great pleasure to hear about your courtship. 
I was always fond of love-stories." 
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The raven made no reply for at least three 
minutes. At length said he — 

" I presume, my old friend, that you are 
perfectly aware, if we ever came to be enemies, 
that yon would not have the shadow of a chance 
against me !" 

The amazement of the terrier was so great at 
this strange observation, that he could only 
open his one eye very wide indeed, and stare 
at his eccentric friend, 

" Of course you understand/' pursued the 
raven, "that it wouldn't be the least use you 
running away or hiding from me, and that, 
» when I caught you, I could peck your remain- 
ing eye out before you could bark." 

" I really don't see," began the bewildered 
dog, " how that can " 

" Don't shuffle," interrupted the raven 
fiercely. €t Could I do as I say, or could I not ?" 

" You know you could, Peg, but " 

" Very well then. I have no present intention 
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of blinding yon, and it lays with yourself if I 
ever do. Yon asked me to tell you the story of 
my courtship. FU do more. I'll relate to you 
the story of my entire life as far as it has run ; 
and I tell you beforehand that it has been 
rather a wicked life, and that, in the course of 
my narration, I may have to tell you many 
terrible things — things, you moral old beast, 
that will set your hair upright, and make you 
howl that you ever kept my company— things 
that, in spite of our long acquaintance, might 
induce you to run off and spread my secret 
abroad. Well, if you do, you know what you 
may expect ! Meantime, old boy, we are as . 
good friends as ever, and, if you are quite 
ready, I will begin." 
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CHAPTER II. 

CONCBBNING THE BIRTH, CHILDHOOD, AND EMIGE1- 
TION OF PEG THE SAVE*. 

€€ As I have already intimated, I was born in a 
belfry. The belfry was that of an old church, 
and the old church stood in London, and 
within half a minute's fly of the river Thames. 
It was on a Sunday morning, in the month of 
May, in the year 1729. 

" My sensations on emerging from my shell 
were of & confused character. Our nest wag 
perched at the juncture of the two cross-pieces 
near the roof of the belfry, and immediately 
over the biggest bell of all, which was jingling 
and clanging at so enormous a rate as to cause 
the foundation of our house to quiver uneasily. 
It was no easy matter, I can assure you, to 
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step from one's shell into the world under such 
circumstances ; indeed, a sister of mine, who 
was born at the same moment as myself, was 
hardly able to accomplish it at all, and, young 
as I was, it gave me considerable amusement 
to see her with her mite of a yellow head poked 
out of the shell, rolling this side and that, and 
screaming to mother to come and help her. But, 
then, she was always a poor thing, given to the 
company of children, and other weaknesses. 
Finally she settled down with a tailor at Win- 
chester, and died before she was seventy. 

" However, it is not my intention to bore 
either you or myself with a narration of the 
exploits of my extreme infancy, so, if you 
please, we will skip over the first six months, 
at the expiration of which time I had been 
taught to fly properly — among the tomb-stones 
in the early morning was capital practice 
ground — and could forage pretty well without 
assistance. Moreover, I had kept my ears well 
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open to the instructive conversation that passed 
between my parents, and made notes of the 
dodges their long experience had taught them. 
Good gracious ! the hours I have sat, with my 
beak ajar, listening to the funny adventures and 
to the terrible adventures that had befallen my 
clever old father. He was in his hundredth year 
at the time, and knew all about the Civil War 
period. From the top of a yew-tree he wit- 
nessed, with several of his friends, the bloody 
battle of Marston Moor, and would champ his 
beak — black and hard as an iron nail — as he 
related the capital times he and his friends passed 
on the field below for many weeks after. The 
worst of it was that one got tired of hearing 
about these jolly times long before father grew 
tired of relating what he knew of them. You 
would have thought he had been an old soldier 
who had fought in the field rather than a raven 
who had fattened on dead soldiers. He had his 
scars, too, and would show us where he was 
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winged by a random bullet while lurking in 
the rear of the army of Scots who stormed and 
took the town of Newcastle. 

"But, however entertaining his military dis- 
course, it was of no avail in the miserably 
peaceful times in which I was born, and, like a 
sensible young raven, I set more store by his 
hints as to the proper dismemberment and car- 
riage of such simple beast and bird carrion as 
might be discovered in a day's hunt, than by 
his dissertations on the best means of getting 
at the tender parts of a dead soldier through 
the interstices of his armour. It was of more 
importance to me to know the best way to 
catch a rat, or to thieve the field-labourer's 
victuals stowed under the hedge, than to learn 
to discriminate between a soldier wounded and 
helpless, and a soldier with enough life left in 
him to resent a pecking. It was a disregard 
of this sober reflection that brought my brother 
to the untimely end I have already made men- 
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tion of; for, alter listening one afternoon while 
father recounted the delights of a banquet of 
which he had partaken on the plains of Shrews- 
bury, the romantic young fellow sallied out, 
and presently discovered, lying beneath a tree, 
with their weapons beside them, what he con- 
sidered to be two dead warriors ; so down he 
swooped to the parts father had specially re- 
commended. But, alas! the two men were 
only tired sportsmen reclining in the shade, and 
he came home fainting and mortally wounded 
with the contents of one of their pieces. He 
died that same night, and poor mother waa so 
affected that she couldn't eat a bit of him. 

"Being the only remaining son, I was con- 
siderably petted by the old folks, and, I dare 
say, might have shared their nest as long as it 
pleased me ; but by this time I was growing a 
big raven, and couldn't agree very well with 
my three sisters, so I resolved to fly off and 
begin life on my own account. I was barely 
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seven months old when I took this step, having 
previously persuaded one of my sisters to ac- 
company me as my housekeeper. I had received 
information from an acquaintance that snug 
quarters and good company might be found in 
a certain ruined old stronghold in the vicinity 
of Portsmouth ; so, being inclined for a spell of 
country life, and feeling a great curiosity to 
have a peep at the sea, I resolved to proceed 
thither. My sister was nowise averse to the 
trip, so, taking tender leave of all at home, we 
at once set wing for Hampshire. 

" And a capital place we discovered Hamp- 
shire to be; and excellent company were the 
gulls and jackdaws who with us inhabited the 
towers of the grey old castle down by the sea. 
The smart, saline atmosphere gave strength to 
my limbs, and increased my appetite wonder- 
folly ; and one had only to stroll down to the 
beach at night, and there he could take his 
choice of fish or flesh. Indeed, I very shortly 
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made the discovery that even this trouble need 
not be taken, as any quantity of food might 
with impunity be stolen from the jackdaws and 
other silly birds as they brought it home. They 
were afraid of us ravens. What we had taken 
for cordiality was merely the cringing of fear ; 
and the old jackdaw who had vacated his nest 
as soon as we approached it had been actuated 
by terror rather than courtesy. They one and 
all seemed to be labouring under the delusion 
that we possessed the power to do them great 
harm ; and, though they were civil enough when 
spoken to, they evidently would have enjoyed 
our room much more than our company. Of 
course this state of isolation was sometimes 
irksome, but to an ambituous raven that draw- 
back was more than compensated for by the 
fact, that here was a great castle, that had 
taken hundreds of men a do?en years to build 
up, a stone at a time, entirely at my disposal. 
From the roof to the dungeons beneath the 
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floor, not a bird dared dispute my right ; and 
even when a rustic of the neighbourhood was 
curious enough to perambulate the ruins, I had 
merely to croak my disapproval of the intrusion, 
and, especially if it happened to be evening, he 
would at once take his departure." 

" Stay a bit/' interrupted the terrier ; " it 
seems to me that you forget your sister when 
you lay claim to such absolute sovereignty ." 

" And you seem to forget," replied Peg, con- 
temptuously, " that my sister, like everybody 
else's, was a female, and a bird I could have 
shaken the life out of any time I chose. In- 
deed, I found it necessary to do so after a 
while, as you wil]^near by-and-by." 

The grim bird spoke so coolly of the horrid 
crime of murder, that the moral old terrier's 
one eye stared wide with dismay, and he rose 
to leave the stable. 

" Excuse me/' said he ; " I'd rather not stay 
any longer." 
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u You stay where you are," croaked the raven 
fiercely, and at the same time getting before 
the dog and spreading its broad black wings in 
the doorway. u You helped to rip open the 
budget, and now you shall stay and see it 
emptied ; you recollect the terms I made before 
I began !" Then, his voice becoming less 
savage, he continued, " Do listen to my story, 
good Bough, if it is only for the peace of my 
conscience. You can't think how much relief 
I feel in unburthening my mind of the little 
I have." 

The old terrier had not entirely lost the 
pluck for which he was ever renowned; and it 
is probable, if the raven had persisted in his 
threats, a battle for the doorway would have 
ensued; but when his generosity was thus ap- 
pealed to, he at once yielded, and retired to the 
musty straw to listen. The suspicious Peg, 
however, would not trust himself in his 
customary nest, but marched to and fro 
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before the stable-door, while he continued his 
story. 

" As I was about to observe when you in- 
terrupted me," said he, " my sway at the old 
castle continued full a month, and then it came 
to an end. It happened this way. I had 
retired to roost one evening, in perfect ease 
and confidence, when, in the night, my slumbers 
were disturbed by a great uproar among the 
birds about me, and a universal shrieking of 
'YaakP 'YaakP which, in bird language, 
signifies nothing less than Satan ! I peeped 
from my roosting-place, and what should I 
see flying from buttress to buttress, and 
flapping his wings, and swearing horribly in 
man language, but a fine bird of my own 
species. ' Yah ! Ho !' screamed the dreadful 
bird ; 'here I am again ! You thought I had 
gone to Davy Jones, I dare say, you lubbers; 
but here I am, you see, alive and kicking, and 
with a jolly appetite for young jackdaws — dash 
my eyes if I afrit.' 
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"It instantly flashed to my mind, that I 
had all along occupied a false position. The 
birds in the towers had evidently mistaken me 
for the dreadful Yaak, and hence the awful 
respect with which I had been treated. 

" In the darkness of the place, I made him 
out to be a big, strong bird, and at once fore- 
saw, unless I put a bold face upon the matter, 
that my own and my sister's life, as well as my 
empire, would swiftly come to an end. So I 
plucked up courage, and called out loudly, as 
ravens cry to each other, and, in an instant, 
the cry was answered, and the strange raven 
swept over to where we sat, and I at once 
strung my nerves for war. 

" Happily, however, there was no need for 
the stringing. The strange raven, as soon as 
his astonishment had subsided, evinced the 
utmost friendliness, and cordially rubbed beaks 
with my sister and myself. 

" ' Clip my wings !' said he, ( but I'm mighty 
3 
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glad to meet you ; who are you, and how did 
you find your way to my old quarters V 

"I explained as much as I thought fit of 
our circumstances, and, on mentioning the 
name of the party who had recommended the 
trip, he knew him at once. In return, he 
favoured us with a sketch of his own past 
existence — he was quite a young thing — and 
explained his business at the towers. 

"'You must know/ said h$, 'I was born 
here, and was, by some means, which I could 
never discover, left an orphan almost before I 
had cast my yellow baby-feathers. I think it 
likely that my parents were not on the best of 
terms with their neighbours ; for, as soon as it 
was discovered that I was left alone and help- 
less, the villanous gulls and jackdaws led me a 
pretty life, so that, as soon as I grew a bit 
strong, I was glad to escape into the town here, 
and take my chance with our enemies — man- 
kind. Use is second nature, however, and by 
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degrees I got familiarized to their habits, and 
finally condescended to allow a ship-chandlering 
fellow to house and feed me. I am glad that I 
did ; for, not only do I have as jolly times as 
a raven could wish, but I am enabled to have 
revenge on the cowardly vagabonds who tor- 
mented me when I was an infant D'ye see ? 
I've managed to pick up a few coarsish bits of 
sailor language, and, when I feel inclined for 
sport, I mount up here, and let fly, as you 
heard me a minute ago/ 

4€€ That's all well enough/ said I, ' but I 
can't understand how a bird of spirit can settle 
down contentedly among the smoke and clatter 
of the town, to say nothing of being dependent 
en man for your food.' 

" ' My good friend,' replied he, * if the winter 
that is approaching be as severe as the last, I 
should like to know if it will not be better to 
sit in a snug chimney-corner, and have your 
victuals provided, than to sit up here, starved 
8—s 
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with cold and hunger ? Besides/ added he in 
a whisper, ' you forget the hoard one can make 
in the town — Fm growing as rich as a Jew/ 
" ' Hoard/ said I ; < hoard of what V 
'"Of all sorts of things that glitter and 
shine as bright as the sun, and make your eyes 
wink to look on them. I could show you a 
little crib under a tile on the roof of the ship- 
chandler's house that is stuffed full of beautiful 
shining things. Why, I've got a pair of silver- 
rimmed spectacles up there that would make 
your beak water to look at !' 

" Being at the time innocent of the pleasure 
to be derived from the contemplation of things 
that shine, I was altogether unmoved by the 
strange raven's brag of his riches. Not so my 
sister. I could pledge my word that she had 
never in her life seen such a thing as a pair 
of silver-rimmed spectacles ; and yet the mention 
of them, together with the rest of the brilliant 
articles, instinctively aroused her desire for 
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finery. To my astonishment she at once lost 
her fear of the bold stranger, and, sliding up to 
him, said she, 

€€ ( Are the things under the tile so very 
beautiful, sir ? Would it be too bold to beg a 
sight of them V 

'"Certainly not/ replied the gallant town 
bird. ( You and your husband— — * 

" ' My brother, sir/ eagerly interrupted my 
sister. 

" The strange raven bowed his beak to the 
beam on which he was standing, and made 
answer, 

" ' I shall feel great pleasure, miss, if you 
will deign to accept a portion of them. If you 
will follow me, I will take you to the place at 
once.' 

" He led the way, and we followed till we 
came to the roof of a house in the centre of 
Portsmouth town. Gingerly he assisted my 
sister along the leaden gutter that edged the 
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gable, and then he put his shoulder to a loose 
tile, pushed it aside, and revealed his wealth 
of gold, and silver, and glass. Certainly they 
did seem things to desire; and the longer I 
contemplated them, the more discontented I 
grew with my own lot, and the more I envied 
the town raven. I was the more discontented 
because it was plain enough that the possessor 
of the shining things was also r in a fair way to 
win my sole companion, my sister, from me. 
True to his word, he gave her the choice of 
his treasures, and she chose a magnificent 
glass pendant from a chandelier, to which was 
attached a convenient bit of wire to carry it 
by. He saw us back to the towers; and all 
the way there they were whispering and beak- 
rubbing in the most aggravating way. 

" I was not at all surprised, when the town. 

raven had taken his departure, to learn from. 

my sister that he had made her an offer of 

marriage ; nor little more surprised when, oa 

f 
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being pressed, she admitted that she had en- 
couraged his suit. 

" ' Does he propose to come and live here, 
then?' inquired I. 

"Oh, no, dear/ replied she, r he means to 
take me home to the ship-chandler's, and 
introduce me to the family/ 

" I went to roost savage and morose — not to 
sleep, but to brood over my wrongs. As for 
my perfidious sister, she tucked her head under 
her glossy wing, and serenely slumbered — 
dreaming, no doubt, of the stranger raven, and 
the happy times in reserve for her at the 
chandlery store. I sternly resolved .that that 
event should never come to pass ; and, as I sat 
there in the dark, I mused on all sorts of 
schemes. At last I hit on one which, I dare- 
say, to an animal of your fastidiousness, will 
appear horrid and diabolical ; but, at the same 
time, you should bear in mind the peculiarity 
of my position. Without a doubt, every bird 
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in the towers — and I assure you there were 
several able-bodied, fierce fellows amongst them 
—had discovered the cheat ; viz., that I was not 
the terrible € Yaak / and as soon as he and my 
sister had vacated the towers for good and all, 
I could expect nothing better than that they 
would fall on and kill me outright, or at least 
turn me out. Where was I to go ? What was 
a poor raven, whose sister had basely deserted 
him, to do? I don't mean to say that 
these circumstances justified the dreadful 
deeds which I presently committed; but I 
think you will admit they extenuate me 
somewhat, 

" I gripped my sister by the leg, and roughly 
woke her. 

" ( Tell me/ said I, ' are there more domestic 
ravens than this lover of yours in Portsmouth 
town?' 

"'Not one/ replied she, 'I particularly 
asked the question, fearing a rival, but he 
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assured me lie knew nothing of the sort nearer 
than Southampton/ 

"That settled the business. For the re- 
mainder of the night, though my head was 
beneath my wing, my eyes were wide open, 
and I perfected my precious plan." 
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CHAPTER in. 

CONTAINING AN ACCOUNT OF TWO MTTBDERS, AND A 
PLOT FOB A PBENTICE'S BDIN BY PEG. 

"My scheme was a bold one; it encompassed 
the assassination of my sister and the Forts- 
mouth raven, and the latter bird's personation 
by myself at the ship-chandler's. 

" I assure you, my dear Bough, I underwent 
a very severe struggle with my better nature 
before I could bring myself to contemplate my 
sister's destruction with the coolness necessary 
to its neat consummation. But what other 
course was open to me? I saw at once how 
deeply she was smitten by the town raven, and 
that she would never consent to his murder ; 
nay, knowing her passionate temper, as I well 
did, I have no doubt, if I had been rash enough 
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to suggest it to her, that she would at once 
have revealed to him the conspiracy, and be- 
tween them my doom would have been pretty 
certain. True, I might have slain her lover 
without her knowledge ; but then she would 
certainly have found it out afterwards, and 
carried the news to my parents in London ; or 
even supposing she would have hushed it up, I 
am quite sure her greedy nature would never 
have admitted of my unmolested enjoyment of 
the treasure beneath the tile, and she would 
probably have marred the neatest part of the 
whole plot — my personation of the defunct bird 
at the house of the chandler. 

"Even as it was, this latter business was 
surrounded by difficulties formidable enough to 
daunt a bird of only ordinary tact and pluck. 
As far as I had an opportunity of observing, 
the bold € Yaak* and myself were pretty much 
of a size and shape ; but then, you see, besides 
being familiar with the ways of the town, he 
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could talk man-language and I couldn't, and lie 
might have marks about him which would 
speedily lead to the detection of the imposture ; 
still, the stakes were large, and I resolved to 
play the game out. 

" The next afternoon my sister's sweetheart 
made his appearance at the towers, bringing 
with him a nice piece of ship pork, and eagerly 
bent on furthering his courtship. It answered 
my purpose to encourage their billing and coo- 
ing ; and when in the course of the evening he 
called me outside, and inquired if I had any 
objection to accepting him as a brother-in-law, 
I assured him that nothing would give me 
greater pleasure. 

" He grew very chatty and confiding after 
this, and related many anecdotes of the Forts- 
mouth townsfolk — particularly of the chandler's 
family, all of which, you may depend, were 
at once stowed away in safe nooks of my 
memory. He informed us that the chandler 
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had christened him 'Peg/ and that the 
chandler's chief delight was to see him perched 
on a beam in his store, and to hear him 
address to his customers abusive and unbecom- 
ing language. I even persuaded him to disre- 
gard my sister's presence, and to favour me by a 
rehearsal of some of his most favourite black- 
guardisms. He readily complied, and, after a 
few repetitions, I was enabled to pronounce 
such simple phrases as 'old rogue/ ' thieving 
scamp/ and 'lock him up/ with tolerable 
fluency. In an easy, off-hand way, I obtained 
from him the valuable intelligence that the 
part of the chandler's house in which he 
roosted was the attic, and that his common 
mode of ingress and egress was by the chimney. 
Among other little matters, he told us of his 
battles with the Portsmouth cats, and how, on 
one occasion, he had driven one into the flue 
of an ironing-stove, and burnt the shoulder of 
his left wing against the red-hot bars, in his 
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endeavours to claw her out again. He showed 
us the scar on his shoulder; it was a bald 
place as large as a threepenny piece. How 
handsome the bold young fellow looked as he 
related his various adventures and funny 
doings, and how lovingly my little fool of a 
sister pressed up to him! What a sudden 
change there would have been, if at that in- 
stant they could have seen through my black 
breast, and made themselves acquainted with 
the devilry I was hatching ! 

" Before the Portsmouth raven went home 
that night, it was arranged that his wedding 
with my sister should take place on the follow- 
ing day. 

"Now comes the worst part. While my 
sister slept that night, I suddenly fell upon her, 
gripped her delicate throat with my strong right 
claw, and held her thus till she was strangled 
to death. Then I flew over to the ship- 
chandler's house, and called and cried down 
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the attic chimney till my enemy awoke, and 
came up to see what I wanted. I told him 
that my dear sister — his affianced — had been 
seized with mortal sickness, and might be dead 
ere he saw her again, unless he hurried. 
Hurry he did, flapping his wings with the 
strength of a young giant, and affrighting with 
his lamentations those who lay awake in Forts- 
mouth town. We came to the towers, and 
there I showed him his dead sweetheart ; and, 
while the distracted bird bemoaned her death, 
and spread his wings about her as though to 
urge her to life again, I watched my chance, 
and, gathering up all my strength, swooped 
dqwn on him suddenly, piercing his skull with 
my stout beak, and there he lay as quiet as 
she." 

Boused by the recital of such horrors, the 
ragged terrier rose from the musty straw, and 
made determinedly for the door. He paused, 
however, midway. Sinister enough at all times, 
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his old companion. Peg, now looked truly- 
terrible. The prickings of his conscience 
caused him to skip to and fro before the stable 
entry like a mad bird, and his beady eyes 
glowed like two little balls of phosphorus. 
Presently, however, he observed the consterna- 
tion of his canine friend, and, stopping short, 
fiercely addressed him — 

"Well ! what's the matter with you ?" 

"Let me out, good Peg, if you please," 
whined the dog; " it goes to my heart to listen 
to such dreadful things." 

"Come, let's have none of that sort of talk," 
coarsely growled the raven; "it sounds so 
much like humbug. It's good to hear you 
preach, too ! Suppose I were to remind you 
of some of the naughty things which you have 
been guilty of ! Who bit a piece out of the 
chaff-cutter's leg, causing it to be sawn off at 
the knee, eh?" 

" That was in defence of my puppies, as you 
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know, Peg," replied the terrier, depreca- 
tingly. 

" And what I did was in defence of my life, 
which in my estimation was to be considered 
before all the puppies, or squabs, or babies that 
have been born since the Flood." 

" But do you never reflect " 

" Very often, indeed," interrupted the rude 
bird, " and the result is that the assassination 
of my sister and her sweetheart are two among 
my many crimes for which I am not at all sorry. 
No doubt it is wicked to kill one's fellow- 
creatures, and it is a thing I would always 
avoid, unless something handsome can be made 
by it. However, we won't waste any more time 
in impertinent converse ; just you get back to 
your straw, and I will resume my story. 

" My sister and the Portsmouth raven dis- 
posed of, I set about the business before me in 
an earnest manner. I wiped my beak on the 
breast-feathers of the terrible 'Yaak/ and, 
4 
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turning him over — the other birds in the tower 
peeping from their nest-holes in a scared and 
astonished way — investigated the carcase to see 
if he bore any other distinguishing mark be- 
sides the scar on his left wing. It was well that 
I did ; for round the thigh of his right leg — high 
up and hidden among the feathers — was a 
bright copper-gilt ring. How lucky it was I 
made the discovery ! In a twinkling I ripped 
it off my dead friend's leg and placed it on my 
own ; then I picked a few of the short feathers 
off the joint of my left shoulder, to match the 
bald place on his, and then, it wanting yet an 
hour to sunrise, set boldly off for the ship- 
chandler's. 

" My first business was, of course, to inves- 
tigate the treasure-hole beneath the tile. My 
most sanguine expectations were more than 
satisfied. Besides the silver spectacles already 
mentioned, there was a child's coral with gilt 
bells, and some beautiful bits of yellow satin,. 
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and a brooch set with sparkling stones — indeed, 
enough of all sorts of wealth to compensate for 
a dozen murders. 

" Descending the chimney I reached the 
attic, which really was as nice a place as a 
raven could wish to live in. It was used prin- 
cipally as a store for cheese — dead ripe some of 
it, and emitting that lovely scent peculiar to 
the article in that condition. Naturally the 
cheese encouraged mice, and the squealing and 
scratching on all sides promised rare hunting. 
I had never tasted cheese in my life ; and, as 
my late exertions had whetted my appetite, I 
thought I would see what it was like, and 
plunged my beak at once into the side of a fat, 
old, decaying double Glo'ster. It was delicious ! 
I had never eaten anything so nice in all my 
life ! Had I done wrong in manoeuvring myself 
into such splendid quarters ? Was it possible 
that my sister had enjoyed life as well as I 
enjoyed that cheese ? Certainly not. Then where 
4 — 2 
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was the crime of the transaction ? Where was 
the sacrifice ? I had merely bartered one enjoy- 
ment for another, and made a good bargain. I 
made the most of it. Perched atop of the double 
Glo'ster, I pecked and pecked away till I was 
full to the throat of cheese, and then I tucked 
my head under my wing and went to sleep. 

" I slept so heavily that I did not hear some- 
body coming up the stairs, nor the garret door 
opened. The first thing I did hear was a voice 
calling — 

" ( Why, you old varmint, what are you doing 
there?' 

" Being awakened thus abruptly, and having 
not a moment to collect my ideas, I did rather 
a rash thing. I made a dash for the chimney, 
and, as the person who had awakened me stood 
in the way, I gave him a smart dig on the 
cheek. True, the next moment the real state 
of things flashed to my mind, and I endeavoured 
to make amends for my foolishness by ejacula- 
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ting in a string all the ' old cogues' and ' thieving 
scamps' I was master of ; but the youth was 
not to be mollified. He declared he would have 
my life, and chased me round the attic with a 
big cheese-knife. 

" The noise brought up the ship-chandler 
and his wife ; and the former (to my great 
satisfaction), first boxing the lad's ears for 
making such a riot, inquired the cause of it. 
The lad truthfully told him. 

" ' It's all a pack of lies/ replied the chandler; 
'you never could let the poor bird be since 
you have been 'prenticed here. You have been 
teasing him till he is in such a state nobody 
would know him. Come here, poor Peg.' 

" The chandle? held out his fist as he spoke, 
and, having by this time pulled my wits to- 
gether, like a dutiful bird I at once flew to it, 
and caressed his arm with my bill. 

" 'It is our Peg, isn't it?' observed the 
chandler's wife, eyeing me doubtfully. 
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" € I don't believe it is, missus/ said the 
'prentice eagerly. ' I never knew our Peg to 
roost anywheres but on the bracket there, and 
I found this one a-top of the cheese. Besides, 
it 'pears like to me it's littler and more shiny 
than our Peg.' 

" ' Don't talk like stupids, both/ replied the 
angry ship-chandler ; ' and as for you, master 
Joe, it would serve you right if the bird pecked 
your eye out for a judgment. Do you think a 
strange raven would come and sit on your hand 
like this ? besides — ' he turned me on my back, 
and found the copper ring — 'now are you 
satisfied ?' said he. 

" She was, and the scoundrel Joe was con- 
founded. The chandler carried me downstairs 
still perched on his fist, while I was so delighted 
at the success of my stratagem, that I kept up 
a continual fire of ' old rogue' and ' lock him 
up/ for full half-an-hour, and, as my master 
sagaciously imagined that the abusive epithets 
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and suggestions for incarceration were directed 
at Joe, his delight was perfect. 

" Joe was now the only being that stood in 
the way of my happiness . His persecutions were 
incessant. His unforgiving nature would not 
admit of his overlooking that trifling assault on 
his visage (it certainly did leave an ugly scar), 
and, whenever he caught me alone, he would 
give me a cruel pinch or a clout with his hairy 
cap. However, I could have stood this. If he 
had a hairy cap to beat me with, I had a jolly 
strong beak to peck his knuckles, and a good pair 
of wings to carry me out of danger afterwards. 
But he did worse than beat me. He told me 
to my face, over and over again, that he would 
be the death of me, that he would wring my 
neck some fine morning, and blame it to the 
-cat ! 

" This was alarming. I saw, by the expres- 
sion of the youth's face, that he meant to do it 
when he found a chance, and the most watchful 
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of us are sometimes caught napping. In the 
solitude of the attic I pondered many a time 
how I might circumvent mine enemy, but could 
think of no feasible plan. When, however, I 
had been at the chandler's about six weeks, and 
had got somewhat used to a domestic life, and 
was more and more loth to leave it, a splendid 
opportunity occurred. When I tell you the 
particulars, I think you will agree that I 
worked it rather cleverly — for a young raven. 

" I was perched on a bookcase in the parlour 
one afternoon while the family were at tea. 
When it was over, the chandler cleared his 
throat, as though about to make a speech, and 
looked grave, as though the speech was to be 
an important one. 

" € Joe/ said he. 

" ' Sir/ said Joe. 

" € It's an unpleasant subject, Joe, but it's one 
that the missus and I have had on our minds 
for some time, and the sooner we get it 
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off the better. Several odd articles of value 
have disappeared from this house in a very 
mysterious manner. Among others, my silver 
spectacles, the baby's coral, and a brooch be- 
longing to your missus. Do you happen to 
know anything about those articles, Joe ?' 

"Joe began to snivel. — 'You ought to be 
ashamed to talk like that to me, master/ said 
he. ' Pm an honest lad, I am; a jolly sight 
too honest, consider n' my wages !' 

" ' And your appetite !' chimed in the chand- 
ler's wife spitefully. 

" ' That ain't to the purpose/ said the chand- 
ler. ' If you have took the things, Joe, you 
may as well produce 'em, and save us the 
trouble of searching your boxes, for thaf s 
what we mean to do this night !' 

" Search my boxes, and be jiggered !' replied 
the indignant Joe. * I won't serve you another 
day, if I have to serve the rest of my time in 
Bridewell !' 
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" ' Suppose you take half-an-hour to think 
about it,' said the chandler codlly. ' Just sit 
down, lad, and think it over, while I read the 
news a bit/ 

" Joe knew his master's stony nature too well 
to attempt any argument, so he dried his eyes, 
and, coming to the book-shelf, took down his 
Bible, and sat down quietly to read it. 

"Now, as you already know, I knew all 
about the missing articles, and I knew that the 
prentice was innocent; but the prentice was 
my enemy, and had vowed to wring my neck, 
so it was a fair war between us. Here was a 
chance to rid myself of Joe for ever ! So 
surely as the spectacles and the other things 
were found hidden in the prentice's room, would 
he not only be sent away, but be sent to prison. 
Suppose I hopped upstairs at once, and made 
provision that the things should be found in 
Joe's bed-room ? 

" On the other hand, to lose my enemy was 
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also to lose my precious property. So, while 
poor Joe sat reading his good book, I, on the 
bookcase, turned the chief points of the affair 
over in my mind. Finally, I hopped down 
from my perch, and, quite unnoticed, skipped 
upstairs to the attic. 

" One at a time I brought the missing arti- 
cles down the chimney, and carried them down 
to the prentice's bed-room. The door was open, 
but the boxes were locked. At last I found 
a pair of Joe's Sunday shoes under his bedstead, 
and into the toes of 'em I stuffed the property, 
and then skipped downstairs in time to find the 
half hour expired, Joe still protesting his inno- 
cence, a constable present, and the whole 
company about to proceed upstairs to make 
the search. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

WHICH TBEAT8 OF THE FATE OF POOR JOB, AKD OF 
THE EVIL CABBEB AND TEBBIBLB BED OF THE 

ship-chandlbb's NEPHEW. 

" Being anxious to see the fun, I hopped back 
again to the prentice's bedroom as fast as my 
legs would carry me, and stowed myself behind 
a beam, where I could see all without being 
myself seen. The search proceeded. One by 
one were Joe's boxes opened, and their con- 
tents shaken, and patted, and punched by 
the wary constable, who, thick-headed as con- 
stables are sometimes, construed Joe's tears of 
injured innocence to be undoubted evidences 
of guilt. When, however, the last box was 
routed, and no signs of the missing property 
discovered, the constable looked blank and 
scratched his head, the chandler looked rue- 
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fully at his wife, and muttered something 
about her ' always being a jolly sight too fast 
with her suspicions/ and Joe's tears being 
chased away by triumph, his was much the 
pleasantest face to look on of the four. But 
the chandler's wife would not so easily acknow- 
ledge her defeat. 

" 'What !' she cried, 'are you such a fool, hus- 
band, or you,Mr.Constable,as to think theyoung 
thief would hide the goods in his boxes ? They 
axe the very last places I should have hunted. 
Arn't there cupboards in the room? Arn't 
there beams and rafters, behind which forty 
times as much as has been stolen from us could 
be concealed ? Why, one of his shoes under 
the bed there would hide the three missing 
articles easily.' 

" I, who, during the last minute or so, had 
begun to despair of the success of my plot, was 
filled with joy to hear the vindictive dame 
make this last remark, and could have screeched 
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with delight to see her at once make a dive 
beneath the bedstead for the shoes. She 
turned them upside down and shook them. 
Out of one fell the brooch and spectacles, and 
out of the other the baby's coral ! 

"'What did I tell you?' crowed the 
chandler's wife. 

"It was fortunate for Joe that the con- 
stable pounced forward so eagerly to secure 
his prisoner, otherwise the poor lad, who had 
fainted dead with fright, would have fallen 
heavily to the ground. 

"'It's a mercy to Providence, mum, that 
you haven't all been murdered in your beds/ 
said the constable solemnly, as he slipped 
a pair of iron handcuffs over the prentice's 
limp and insensible wrists. 

" More dead than alive, they took him out 
of the house, and carried him, pale and trem- 
bling, before the justice. Guilt was written 
on the ruffian's face, and the justice committed 
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the prentice to take his trial for the robbery. 
Within a month of that time I had the plea- 
sure to see him, with a dozen or so other fel- 
lows, marched aboard the convict ship. Now, 
Rough, you're a clever dog, but I doubt if you 
ever performed so neat a piece of business ?" 

"I should be sorry if I had ever been 
guilty of anything half so mean and brutal," 
spoke out the terrier, in a fever of indignation, 
" and I hope to hear that you gained nothing 
by resorting to such dastardly scheming." 

"Then you will be disappointed, my dear 
Rough," chuckled the wicked bird. " I gained 
all that I bargained for, and that was peace and 
quietness. Dash my beak, Rough ! would you 
have had me give the rascal all his own way ? 
He threatened to twist my neck, didn't he ? I 
daresay, if I had set my wits ,to work, I might 
have so managed that stolen property, that his 
neck would have been twisted. The law was 
much more liberal to the hangman in those 
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days than in these mawkish times, I can tell 
you ! But I was generous — I merely stopped 
his liberty for a few years. 

"I had jolly times after that; for not only 
did my ' dastardly scheming/ as you please to 
term it, rid me of my greatest enemy, but it 
brought me a capital companion. He was the 
chandler's nephew, engaged to fill the vacancy 
occasioned by Joe's departure. He couldn't 
have been more than eleven years old when he 
came, but his conduct was such as to win the 
heart of any raven in the land. He was a fair, 
sleek boy, with light, lank hair and sleepy eyes ; 
he had a blue vein across the top of his nose ; 
and the old women who came for the chandlery 
used to whisper to the chandler's wife that ' he 
wouldn't make old bones.' That was a mistake. 
His bones outlived those of other lads of his 
age by many and many a year. But then they 
had a better chance, being swung high and dry 
on a gibbet. However, that is getting before 
my story. 
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" The meek and mild little lad of whom I 
am speaking was so desperately wicked and cun- 
ning, it was quite a pleasure to be in his com- 
pany. He would lie so plausibly that it was 
impossible to doubt him. He was cruel for 
cruelty's sake, and would filch money from the 
chandler's apron pocket while the family knelt 
at prayers. I was the only creature about the 
premises he seemed to have the least respect 
for — a circumstance that for some time rather 
astonished me, until I discovered that some one 
had told him, or he had read, that ravens were 
Satan's angels, and that they never failed to 
signify by loud croaking when their master, the 
Prince of Darkness, was in the neighbourhood. 
Whenever we quarrelled, I had only to croak 
impressively, and he was at once vanquished. 

" His wickedness increased with his years, 
but as his hypocrisy kept equal pace, he con- 
tinued to pass for a good lad, and a good youth, 
and a good young man, and to be beloved by 
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the chandler and his wife, who, by the time my 
clever friend had reached his twentieth year, 
had grown old folks and grey, and left the 
business pretty much in Master Lampit's 
hands. 

" Pretty use Master Lampit (that was the 
young man's name) made of their confidence. 
He kept loose company, he gambled, he fought 
dogs, and patronised fighting men, and the 
chandler's till paid for all. I have been in his 
chamber. on Sundays, and seen the cunning 
dog dress for chapel — grey woollen pantaloons 
and humble homespun coat, over slashed satin 
breeches and cut-away waistcoat. I have fol- 
lowed him ; and while his confiding master, now 
purblind, has thought him in the same good 
building with himself and wife, he has been 
boozing and dicing with a set of scoundrelly 
'bucks' in the town. By-and-bye the chandler 
grew tired of business, and retired with his 
wife into private life at Winchester, leaving 
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the store to be managed entirely by Master 
Lampit. 

" Then my young friend went ahead faster 
than ever. Enough ready money not being at 
Ids command, he did not scruple to take deeds 
and mortgages from the strong box in the back 
parlour, and raise money on them. Unknown to 
the chandler, he had raised and squandered as 
much as sixteen hundred pounds. Then the 
chandler died, and his widow thought it prudent 
to order her late husband's wealth to be over- 
hauled, to see how rich he had left her. 

" As my clever young friend well knew, the 
widow was well aware of the existence of the 
bonds and deeds he had so feloniously made 
use of, and he was in a terrible pucker. No one 
so well as I, who for hours together sat above 
his chair and saw him figuring away at long 
accounts, and beating his silly head in despair, 
and heard him cursing himself for being alive 
and the chandler for being dead, had an idea 
5— a 
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of the extent of the agony he was in. At last 
— it was on the Monday morning before the 
Wednesday on which the affairs of the dead 
chandler were to be examined — Master Lampit 
wrote and despatched a note to Saul Levy, the 
man who held the deeds and who had advanced 
the sixteen hundred pounds, telling him, that 
if he would call the same night, bringing with 
him the deeds, he, Master Lampit, was pre- 
pared to redeem them, and to pay the full 
amount of interest due. He read it over lowly 
and slowly, and when he had finished it, he 
looked so much like a raven, that I could 
have hopped down and rubbed beaks with him. 

" € I think that will do, Peg/ said he to me, 
as an involuntary ejaculation of mine made 
him aware of my presence. ' I see you have 
been listening. Just in your own line, eh ? 
What do you think of it, you evil blackguard ?* 

" I was not sufficiently master of the English 
language to express my opinion in words- 
However, I promptly croaked my approbation, 
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circling round him and flapping my wings the 
while. It seemed, grown man as he was, that 
he had not forgotten the superstitions respecting 
my kind ; for, as I beat my wings about him, 
and croaked with delight, he turned, if possible, 
paler than hitherto, and covering his eyes with 
his hands, said painfully — 

€i ' I know, I know, you foul imp ! Your 
master is my master ! I have been aware of it 
all the time ! This stifling den of a place is 
full of him ; I am full of him ! He has been 
growing within me this . many a year, and all 
unchecked. Now he is big and bold. He 
speaks from my mouth of his own accord, and 
I have but to look in my glass to see him 
peeping out of my eyes. I am no longer 
possessed of him — he is possessed of me V " 

"Poor young man!" observed the tender- 
hearted old terrier. "Pm glad to hear you 
say that he repented of his evil design before 
it was too late." 

" And I'm very glad that I never said any- 
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thing of the kind, and that I am not going 
to/' snapped Peg, exultingly. "He repent! 
he wasn't such a coward, I can tell you. His. 
remorseful fit lasted not more than a minute, 
and then it vanished as suddenly as it had 
appeared ; he rose from his chair, and, laughing 
a delightful laugh, exclaimed, half aloud — 

" s Why, what's the matter, Jack Lampit ? 
It seems to me old Levy's good genius (I 
wonder it hasn't deserted the Jew thief in 
disgust ere this) has been here trying to find 
a tender spot on which to sow a seed of mercy. 
But I'm hanged if it finds it. Ha, ha ! that's- 
exactly the state of affairs, eh, Peg? I am 
hanged if it finds it. If I haven't those precious 
scraps of paper to show by Wednesday, it's 
all over with me, and — and — that's the worst 
it can come to after all V So the letter was- 
sealed and despatched. 

" I had a little business to transact abroad 
that day ; but so curious was I to see the result 
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of Master Lampit's letter to the Jew, that I 
resolved to stay at home. The store was closed, 
and there was no sort of business to keep the 
young man confined to the dingy place all day ; 
but, to my surprise, he never stirred out. In 
the yard at the rear of the store was a vast 
accumulation of lumber — old tallow-casks, 
sugar-hogsheads, cocoa-boxes, and the like. 
Very busy he was all day among this lumber ; 
but when the evening set in, he dressed him- 
self and sat down at his ease in the little back 
parlour, with strong liquor on the table before 
him, and under the sofa a heavy mallet used 
for breaking soda. Every time Master Lampit 
heard a footfall in the quiet street, he would 
rise eagerly from his chair, and make ready to 
open the outer door. A constant repetition of 
this behaviour at last made me as fidgetty as 
himself, and knowing that it was the Jew and 
nobody else that was expected, I thought I 
would just take a trip to the roof of the house, 
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and look up and down to see if lie were 
coming. 

" Presently I saw coming up the street a 
little old man in a cloak and a velvet skull- 
cap, . followed by a little cur dog. The little 
man rapped at the side door, which was swiftly 
opened to admit him, and closed again, before 
one could count three. As for the cur dog, he 
was shut out, having stopped short a moment 
before his master did, to make an investigation 
in a gutter. The noise of the closing door 
seemed to startle the dog, and he looked about 
him, evidently very uncertain as to what had 
become of his master. 

" Little did I dream that I had been tricked 
as well as the cur, by the sudden closing of 
the outer door. But so it was : when I de- 
scended the chimney, I found that the sudden 
draught up the stairs had closed the attic door, 
and there I was, cut off from the back parlour, 
and all that was going on therein. I went to 
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the roof again, and flew round and about the 
house; but, back or front, there was not a 
crevice through which I could squeeze myself. 
The worst of all was, that the shutters of the 
back parlour were fast closed, and though I sat 
on the window-sill and strained my ears to 
their utmost, the wood was of oak, and plated 
with sheet-iron, and I could not catch the 
faintest sound. I sat there for full an hour, 
and then, disgusted with myself and all the 
world, I retired to the attic, and went savagely 
to sleep. 

" When I rose the next morning I found the 
back part of the premises open and Master 
Lampit in the back parlour, and in the best of 
spirits. The only remarkable thing about him 
was, that when I pushed open the door, which 
was ajar, he started to his feet and uttered some 
sharp, sudden sound, as though I had frightened 
him. I looked under the table for the soda- 
mallet, but it was not there. But on the table, 
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beside the brandy-bottle, there was something 
that had not been there the night before — a 
sheaf of taped and sealed deeds, and beside 
them a big buff leather purse with its mouth 
agape, and a rich nest of yellow guineas to be 
seen within. It was a strange purse ; it was, 
without a doubt, Mr, Levy's purse. Where 
was Mr. Levy ? As plainly as though it was 
there before me, my keen scent made me aware 
of a lifeless body somewhere about. 

" I set about making a diligent search. I 
examined every room in the house and the 
cellar underneath ; clearly it was not on the 
premises. Then I went into the yard, and 
hunted amongst the lumber. I knew I was 
on the right scent now, for Master Lampit, as 
soon as he saw me there, came out in a great 
fright and pelted me with' stones and bits of 
wood to drive me off. However, I wasn't to be 
baulked. I dodged his missiles, and, knowing 
I was getting closer and closer to what I 
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sought, hopped from this thing to that, and 
wormed in and out the tubs and boxes. At 
last I mounted the summit of the pyramid 
of lumber — a big sugar-cask — and, peeping 
through the chinks of the head of it, there I 
found dead Mr, Levy. 

" I actually screamed with delight — I couldnft 
help it — and soared round in broad circles, and 
in narrow circles, and danced round the rim of 
the precious sugar-cask, driving my beak be- 
tween the crevices — all of which antics went far 
to drive Master Lampit crazy. He used shock- 
ing language, and doubled both his fists and 
shook them at me. He aimed single stones at 
me deliberately, and caught up handsful, earth 
and all, and showered them towards me in the 
maddest way. At last he fetched a gun, and I 
beat a retreat — only to the chimney though, 
and still keeping an eye on the sugar-cask. 

" He kept such close watch over me that day 
— with the full intention, I believe, of shooting 
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me — that I was obliged to lie close. Next day, 
however, I was released from his persecutions, 
for the lawyers and the dead chandler's execu- 
tors were about the place, and he had enough 
to do to attend to them. So many people came 
in and out, that so insignificant a trespasser as 
a little dog was unnoticed. It was the little 
cur belonging to the late Mr. Levy. I found 
him wandering about the house, whining, and 
in a most forlorn condition. He had come to 
look for his master. 

"The folks in the back parlour having finished 
their business satisfactorily, they were enjoying 
themselves a bit over a bottle of wine. Mean- 
while, for want of something better to do, I 
strolled into the washhouse, and poked about 
for anything worth carrying aloft. Presently, 
stuffed into a rat-hole in the flooring, I saw a 
fag of velvet peeping out, and at once set about 
hauling it up. Just as I succeeded, in came 
the little cur, and, to my great indignation, he 
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at once pounced on the velvet thing I had 
pulled up, and, setting his fore-paws on it, 
howled piteously. He recognised it before I 
did — it was his old master's puce velvet skull- 
cap, and in it were folded many notes and 
cheques, all representing money, and which 
Master Lanipit, too greedy to destroy, and yet 
not daring to be seen with them, had hidden 
here after he had disposed of the Jew. 

" A fierce fight had the cur and I for the 
velvet cap, but he heeded my savage pecks no 
more than if they were fleabites. He kept his 
paws on the cap, and howled till the old house 
echoed again, and the company came out of the 
back parlour to see what the row was about. 
There were some among them who had heard 
that Saul Levy was missing, and who knew 
that this was the cap he used to wear. Master 
Lampit, too, saw the cap, and the cheques and 
notes strewed about the dirty floor. He saw, 
too, the questioning, suspicious glances of those 
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around him, and his evil courage melted before 
them like snow in the sun. He fell grovelling 
to the earth imploring mercy, at the same time 
confessing to the Jew's murder, and where he 
had hidden the body. 

" They took him away, and I lost sight of 
him altogether for some weeks. At last I 
found a new gibbet erected on the common, and, 
by the long light hair, I knew that its occupant 
could be no other than clever Jack Lampit." 
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CHAPTER V. 

IN WHICH PEG APPEARS AS THE TEEEOE OF POETS- 
MOUTH, AND THB BENEFACTOR OF A WOSTHY 
TUBNPIKB-MAN. 

" The execution of Jack Lampit " 

"Eh?" suddenly exclaimed the ragged 
terrier; "what was that you last said, Peg? 
What about Jack Lampit ?" 

" He was the man whom they gibbeted for 
killing the Jew, wasn't he, stupid ?" replied Peg* 
" Ah ! of course, I recollect now !" said the 
terrier, putting his paw before his mouth that 
the raven might not see him gaping. He 
told a fib. He did not recollect ; having gone 
to sleep shortly after mention was made of Mr. 
Lampit's name. I am very glad he did fall 
asleep, as thereby he escaped listening to horrors 
that might have had a very serious effect on 
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his sensitive nature. Besides, it was necessary 
to his health. It was all very well for so un- 
christian a creature as the raven to partake 
heartily of steak for supper, and then be broad 
awake as though it were breakfast-time ; but 
the terrier was a homely dog and of established 
habits, so after supper he went to sleep. He 
was all the better for it; he felt refreshed; he 
shook himself, wagged his tail, and went and 
sat at the stable-door with the raven. Not 
that that last-mentioned and wary creature was 
deceived by the terrier's assumption of constant 
wakefulness. He knew the dog had been asleep, 
and regarded the fact with perfect indifference. 
What he wanted was not to edify Rough, but 
to ease his own wicked conscience. Why, then, 
it may be asked, did he trouble the dog at all ? 
Why did not he retire to the solitude of some 
ruin or forest, and there open his evil budget ? 
All that I can say about the matter is, that Peg 
acted just as a very wicked man would. Not 
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being a philosopher, I cannot explain the 
thing ; hut I have a perfect belief that a man 
guilty of tremendous crimes would sooner make 
the revelation to the first man he met than go 
into a wood, where nothing was astir but birds 
and leaves, and confess aloud. 

"I was about to observe," continued the 
raven, "from the time of the execution of 
Jack Lampit my social position in Portsmouth 
town declined. As I before told you, I had 
a real affection for the chandler's nephew, an 
affection that did not cease with his existence. 
I was the only one of all his acquaintance who 
did not loathe and shun his gibbeted body ; 
indeed, I spent a considerable portion of several 
nights hovering about his latticed coffin and 
bemoaning his hard case, which was " 

" I honour you for your kind heart, my dear 
Peg," interrupted the good-natured terrier. 

" Allow me to finish the sentence before you 
make remarks," said the wicked bird, his beady 
6 



82* REMINISCENCES OF A RAVEN. 

eyes sparkling maliciously. " I was about to 
say that I bemoaned his hard case, which, 
being of wrought iron, was trying to the beak ! 

" My fidelity, however, was not appreciated 
by the Portsmouth folks. It seemed to be the 
prevailing opinion that my communication with 
the evil body had corrupted my good manners. 
I was stigmatized as € a bird of ill omen/ and 
the houses of the inhabitants were shut against 
me. My only consolation was in contemplating 
my riches beneath the tile (including the silver 
spectacles — I precious soon recovered them after 
the 'prentice went away), and in c haunting * 
the old chandlery store. 

" It was not I who started the notion. I 
was a young and giddy bird at the time, it is 
true, but I trust I had at least too much sense 
to believe in ' haunting/ The people of the 
town, however, did believe in it, and I thought 
I should have shed my breast-feathers with 
laughing at their absurd behaviour. A day or 
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two after the discovery of the crime, the yard 
was besieged by men and women, who fell on 
the sugar-cask that had contained the poor 
Jew, and, rending it asunder, hoops and staves, 
carried it piecemeal away. Naturally I thought 
that scrap-sugar and fire-wood were the sole 
objects of the plunderers, but was presently 
astounded to learn that, according to popular 
belief, the Jew's body had rendered to the 
sugar-tub miraculous healing virtues, and that 
to possess a scrap of it was to be cured of all 
human afflictions, from soft corns to typhus 
fever. This was melancholy, but, to a bird 
who had to push his way through the world, 
significant and encouraging. 

" By neatly working the ' haunting' trick, I 
contrived to be quits with the townsfolk for 
their neglect of me. A French fleet in the 
Channel could not have caused more conster- 
nation amongst the inhabitants than did the 
haunted chandlery store. It was in November 
6—2 
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when the game began — just as the dark nights 
set in, and the gruff sea-winds came bellowing 
into the town. As regularly as the evening 
came the mob of ghost-seekers — all pale and 
afraid, as through a chink in the coping of the 
house-top I could see. I used to begin the 
performance with a loud, unearthly wail, which 
was as effective in stilling my audience as the 
little bell rung at theatres before the curtain 
rises. ' He's at it again, poor fellow !' I could 
hear them whisper; then the 'poor fellow ' 
would commence his little game, hopping from 
room to room through the dark house, shriek- 
ing dismally, tapping at the windows with his 
beak, and imploring the crowd of idiots in the 
street for help. Their ears were so benumbed 
with terror that my ravenish English was un- 
suspected ; indeed, the nasal peculiarity of the 
utterance went far to stamp it as genuine 
Hebrew. But did the cowards come to my 
aid? Not they; there they stood, shivering 



THE GHOST LAYERS. 85 

in an ague of terror, like a flock of sheep in a 
thunder-storm, until I grew tired of the sport, 
and then they skulked home and to bed, to 
cower beneath the blankets and dream of gob- 
lins. At last the blockheads resolved that the 
ghost should be 'laid/ and, after diligent 
search, a priest bold and ignorant enough was 
found to undertake the job. Poor gentleman ! 
For all that it was noon when he visited the 
haunted house, he failed miserably ; I laid Aim. 
He hadn't proceeded up the first flight of stairs 
before — through a crack in the wainscot — I 
sent forth a dismal howl that shot him down 
again like a rocket. The mayor and corpora- 
tion honoured me by a visit, and, because of a 
quick-nosed dog they brought with them, I 
lay snug and close, in consequence of which 
the mayor looked wise, and, winking at his 
companions, doubted if Mr. Ghost would be 
heard any more. Wasn't he ? Weren't several 
panes of glass smashed without hands that 
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night, the fragments clattering on the pave- 
ment below? Didn't the bells in the kitchen 
ring peal after peal, and the house-bell clang 
hideously, although the chief constable himself 
stood without, and guarded the bell- handle. 

" I had the pleasure of nearly ruining the 
neighbourhood. House property within a 
quarter of a mile of the haunted house de- 
clined enormously in value. No business was 
brisk in my quarter, except that connected 
with the moving of goods. Tenants gave 
notice to quit; and private houses, after re- 
maining empty for months, were converted into 
shops, the cunning landlords shrewdly conjec- 
turing that, of all men, they who are ever hag- 
gling and scrambling for the root of evil would 
fear it least. Was I sorry to observe these 
things, knowing that I was the sole cause? 
Not I ! I was delighted. It was the only 
consolation I had; for I must tell you that, 
since the gibbet business, my position in the 
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town dwindled and dwindled, till, if I had 
been a mangy dog, I could not have had a 
worse time of it. Mothers caught up their 
^children when I went near them ; I was called 
gallows-bird ; and boys pelted me, and men set 
dogs at me. Once I was struck on the leg 
with part of a brick, and through the injury 
was confined to the attic of the haunted house 
for more than a fortnight. Had it not been 
that the rats and mice, being hungry in the 
(naked place, came out boldly, and in tolerable 
numbers, I should have starved. 

"There was one individual, however, in 
Portsmouth who never turned his back on me. 
He was a turnpike man. He was my constant 
friend in times of peace and plenty, and in the 
winter of my adversity he stuck to me like a 
brother. When provender ran short, and the 
snow lay thick on the land, I always knew 
where to get a meal — always knew of a fender 
on whose rim I might perch and doze away an 
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hour or so in warmth and security. It was to 
the toll-house I went the first time I ventured 
out after the accident to my leg, and the toll- 
man bathed the injured limb, and bound a 
piece of rag round it. 

"It was a bitter reflection for me, that I 
was my friend's greatest enemy. For why? 
The road on which his pike stood was a near 
cut to the town, and toil was exacted from 
folks a-foot as well as from riders. Un- 
luckily, however, they who used the short cut 
had to pass the haunted house, and it was 
speedily discovered — especially by those who 
travelled after dark — that the other road was 
not so very roundabout after all ; consequently 
my friend's business set with the sun, which 
was the more grievous because of the expense 
he was at for coals and lamp-oil. 

" I longed to do the toll-man a good turn, 
but knew not how. Twice had I tried, and on 
each occasion failed dismally. Once I selected 
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from my treasure a splendid piece of crimson 
riband, and stealthily dropped it in the toll- 
box : but, in his ignorance as to the value of 
such things, he swept it into the gutter in the 
morning; on the other occasion, seeing that 
he ate tobacco, I purloined a paper of it from 
a tobacco-shop, and dropped it into his beer, 
-with no more happy result than making him 
dreadfully sick. At last, to my great delight, 
a fair opportunity occurred. 

" The toll-man's name, as the little board hung 
outside the toll-house informed the public, was 
Josiah Binks. His most intimate acquaint- 
ance was a retired hackney-coachman named 
Chuckster; and of evenings Mr. Chuckster 
would bring a can of beer from the ' Hornpipe* 
tavern, and before the toll-house fire they 
would smoke and chat in the most sociable 
manner. I, sitting on the fender, much en- 
joyed their conversation, which was either 
about horses — animals to whom, as you know, 
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Rough, I am much attached — or about the 
sanguinary battles of the French and English ; 
and I had a relish for that subject, too, because 
it reminded me of the stirring stories my own 
father used to tell. One night, however, the 
conversation turned on quite a different subject 
— the haunted chandlery. I woke up and 
heard them talking about it — who started the 
subject, or how long they had been speaking 
on it, I can't say. 

"'Never mind about public opinion, Mr. 
Chuckster/ I heard the toll-man say ; ' look at 
the situation of the premises ! Look at the size 
and convenience of them ; and then, think of 
the price.' 

" c Jes* so, Josy/ replied Mr. Chuckster ; 
' but, as I jes* now made the observation, it's 
the stupernat'ral sounds which public opinion 
says ' 

" € Jigger public opinion V said the toll-man, 
€ I've been brought up not to have belief in 
ghosts, and I believe that all about these noises 
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is bosh. The precious place is ruining me as 
it stands, and I've a jolly good mind to take 
possession of it/ 

« < Why, what would you do with it, Josy ?' 
inquired Mr. Chuckster. 

" € Fd make a public of it/ responded the 
pike-man ; ' Fd make the roaringest public in 
Portsmouth of it/ 

€C€ Josy/ said Mr. Chuckster, rising and 
putting on his hat, € don't you be rash. I've 
been on the road, man and boy, three-and- 
forty years, and therefore can't be entirely 
ignorant. Supposing' the premises we're speak- 
ing of were in the deserts of South Ameriky, 
where you might open a public without opposi- 
tion, the scheme might answer. In a chris- 
tianised town, Josy, it's different. Fm well 
aware, from experience, the lengths men will 
go for their liquor; but mark my words, they'll 
never go to a ghost-house for it when all around 
there are publics which ain't ghost-houses. 
Good-night, Josy/ 
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" But the subject was too deeply rooted in 
the pike-man's thoughts to be eradicated by his 
Mend's arguments. After Mr. Chuckster had 
gone, he sat smoking and wagging his head at 
the fire in a way that betokened the troubled 
condition of his mind. My mind was troubled 
too. Was it not possible for me to aid Mr. 
Binks ? Simply to discontinue the midnight 
uproar would go but a little way towards it, as 
it would, doubtless, take a very long time ere 
the thick-headed people of Portsmouth forgot 
their fright. I had grown almost tired of the 
haunting game— what a jolly thing it would be 
if I could do my friend the pike-man a good 
turn, and at the same time convince my enemies 
how beautifully the despised gallows-bird had 
hoaxed them ! Presently Mr. Binks' reflections 
became too big to be contained within him, 
and, looking towards me, he said aloud — 

" c I believe it's all bosh, as I said before. I 
believe if this haunter could be got hold of, he'd 
be found flesh and blood like you and I, Peg !' 
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" Now was the time. I looked Mr. Binks 
hard in the face, and the next moment made 
the toll-house ring with the selfsame shriek to 
be heard nightly at the haunted house. Under 
these latter circumstances Mr. Binks had heard 
it repeatedly, still he was not sufficiently used 
to it to be unaffected by its recital in his own 
dwelling. He leaped off his seat, and rushed 
into the road. I, however, calmly kept my 
perch on the fender, and in a few moments he 
put his face in at the door, looking frightened, 
but still with just a glimmer of a suspicion that 
he had discovered the secret. 

" ' Do that again, Peg/ said he, still with no 
more than his head within the toll-box. 

" I did it again as heartily as at first, and 
then proceeded to rehearse a few of the other 
diabolical sounds with which the Portsmouth 
folk were so familiar. 

" The glimmer on Mr. Binks' face gradually 
ripened into a broad grin. He smote his cheer- 
ful-looking nose with his forefinger, he entered 
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the toll-house, deliberately filled his pipe, lit it, 
and again sat down before the fire. 

" ( So that's the ticket, eh ?' exclaimed he, 
addressing me. 

" I cocked my head at Mr. Binks and winked, 
thereby conveying an intimation that that was 
the ticket. 

" He sat for a few moments in deep reflection. 
Presently he shook his head and sighed ; then 
he murmured — 

" c I've been too sanguinary — things ain't so 
clear as I thought they was. So far as his ex- 
planation goes it is an explanation ; but it don't 
account for the broken winders, nayther for 
the bell-ringing !' 

" The position was becoming critical ; there 
was a strong possibility that if I failed to con- 
vince Mr. Binks that I was the inventor and 
sole proprietor of the hoax, and that he might 
turn it to his advantage, he might feel justified 
in twisting my neck for the pecuniary injury I 
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had brought upon him. There was no bell in 
the place on which I could operate, but there 
was the toll-house window. I deliberately 
hopped towards it, and, with a single tap of my 
beak, sent the glass flying. 

" Mr. Binks was satisfied. No more words 
passed between us : there we sat, he on the low 
stool and I on the fender. He was always 
addicted to chuckling, but I never knew him to 
indulge the propensity to the extent he now 
did. He was a heavy man, and he chuckled 
till the tin chimney rattled again ; he chuckled 
till he grew purple, and, losing the control of 
his tobacco-smoke, swallowed some of it, and 
had to get up and stamp to fetch his breath ; 
he shook his head, and nodded and winked at 
me, and I winked and nodded at him. We had 
cheese for supper, and were capital friends. 

"After supper the pike-man sat soberly 
down, and wrote a letter to the proprietor of 
the haunted house, offering to purchase it. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

IN WHICH PEG BXPEBIENCES A LONG BUN OF LUCK, 
WITH AN ALABMING TEBMINATION. 

a Within a month of my revelations to the 
toll-man, the inhabitants of Portsmouth were 
startled at seeing a gang of workmen busily 
replanning and altering the chandlery store. 
Soon the intention to convert it into a public- 
house was discovered, and folks made very 
merry at the expense of the foolish speculator. 
It would never taswer ! He would need con- 
sume all the liquors without assistance, to 
fortify himself against his ghostly guests ! As 
to whom ' he ' was, everybody was profoundly 
ignorant. Some said it was a rich Frenchman, 
and grinned and nudged each other joyfully, as 
they talked over the pretty mess the foreigner 
was likely to make of it. 
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" As to Mr. Binks, he kept his secret from 
all the world, save his bosom-friend, Mr. 
Chuckster. To him he imparted his discovery 
in my presence, and then — as though I didn't 
very well know of what they were speaking — 
endeavoured, by a miserable imitation of the 
celebrated shriek, to induce me once more to 
utter it for the edification of the hackney-coach- 
man. I was half a mind to be offended at being 
treated so childishly. A couple of old jolter- 
heads ! For all the brains they possessed, I 
could have twisted them round my little toe any 
day. Why didn't Mr. Binks behave like a 
man, and say, € Peg, here's a friend ; he's a safe 
card, and we may trust him ; just rehearse that 
little haunting business again, will you ?' I'd 
have done it with pleasure. 

" As it was, I had too much respect for the 
pike-man to spoil the business at this stage by 
turning sulky. I went through the entire per- 
formance the more carefully because I plainly 
7 
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saw that Mr. Chuckster had made up his mind 
not to be convinced. When he had heard, 
however, he could only scratch his head and 
shake it solemnly. 

" ' What do you think of it now ?' asked Mr. 
Binks. e Did ever you come nigh such a bird ?' 

" ' I never did, Josy/ replied Mr. Chuck- 
ster, solemnly, 'and, what's more, I hope I 
never shall. He's too clever by half, that bird 
is; and, whether you take advantage of his 
communication or not, there's one thing I ad- 
vise you to do at once/ 

" < What's that ?' inquired the toll-man. 

" { Twist the neck of our friend with the 
beak/ replied the ruffian. 

" € Thank ye for the advice/ replied my friend, 
sharply, ' but I'd sooner offend any man alive 
than be guilty of such ingratitude.' 

"'Why not?' urged the brutal hackney- 
coachman. c There can't be any good keeping 
him any longer.' 
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u ' I don't know that/ replied the toll-man, 
winking mysteriously. ' Fve got a little plan 
in my head, which, if I can only carry out, 
will make him worth his weight in gold to 
me/ 

" What could the ' little plan ' be ? For the 
remainder of the time the villanous Mr. 
Chuckster stayed, and for fall an hour after- 
wards, did I ponder the question, but could 
make nothing of it. In the course of the 
evening, however, Mr. Binks shed a light on 
the mystery. When all was dark and quiet he 
went to the door, and, after peering up and 
down to make sure the coast was clear, took 
from his pocket a bone whistle, put it gravely 
to his lips, and blew an ear-splitting blast on it. 

" € What the deuce does he mean by making 
that row V thought I ; but I took not the least 
notice. 

" The toll-man seemed disappointed. ' Ah/ 
said he, ' it's a failure. I made sure it would 
7— s 
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bring him out — it's as much like the genuine 
shriek as peas in one pod/ 

"Now I understood him. I was expected 
to commence the haunting performance when 
he whistled. He blew again, and, just to humour 
the poor fellow, I responded, although I was 
uncomfortably in the dark as to what his ulterior 
motives might be. He was delighted. He 
tried it again, and I promptly replied; and 
again and again, till he was crimson through 
blowing, and I hoarse with shrieking. 

" From that time, either at the toll-house or 
at Mr. Binks's private residence, these re- 
hearsals were of daily occurrence, and always 
when nobody was within ear-shot. His be- 
haviour was most unaccountable. He would 
shut me in the cellar, and, proceeding to the 
top of the house, give the signal, or he would 
shut himself in the cellar, and whistle to me in 
the attic. I was resolved to see the game out, 
so I never failed to respond to the bone whistle. 
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" Since the workmen had invaded the old 
store, I went there very seldom — not more 
than twice a-week, perhaps, and then only to 
see that my treasure was not disturbed. At last 
the tavern was finished. The cellars were 
stored with liquors, the frontage was brilliant 
with paint and gold letters ; and then a van, 
containing the sign-post and a band of music, 
made its appearance, and the public were for 
the first time informed that Josiah Binks was 
the reckless individual who had bought the 
haunted house, and that the sign by which he 
chose it should be known was the ' Jolly Raven/ 

"There was no mistake about it. There, 
filling me with pride and astonishment, was a 
beautifully-executed portrait of myself, with 
the toll-man's name beneath. Moreover, there 
was upon the sign-board a legend that the 
' Jolly Raven ' would furnish entertainment to 
man and beast. 

" I was not a very apt English scholar at 
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that period, and could scarcely understand the 
sort of entertainment expected of me. While 
perched behind a chimney-stack on the opposite 
house, I observed and pondered the astonishing- 
sight, I was presently almost startled off the 
brick on which I stood by something more 
astonishing still. A man came out of the new 
public-house, and stuck upon the shutter a large 
placard. My eyesight then was twenty times 
better than it is now, and I had no difficulty in 
spelling the printed announcement. It was to* 
the effect that, on the day the premises were 
opened for business, Mr. Binks would satis- 
factorily clear up the mystery that had for so- 
many months hung over the old chandlery 
store; and, more astounding still — 'that the 
extraordinary creature who had haunted the 
house would be exhibited/ 

"When the mob read this, they laughed 
and uttered sounds expressive of incredulity— 
* Catchpenny l* ' That dodge won't answer, Mr* 
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Binks/ and so on. Nevertheless, when the 
day for opening the ' Jolly Raven ' arrived, the 
doors were not wide enough to admit the throng 
that elbowed and battled for admission ; and 
it was more than the ex-tollman could do, 
assisted as he was by the stout Mr. Chuckster 
and a tall barman, to take money and draw 
liquor. Like a prudent man, Mr. Binks had 
resolved that the promised ghostly exhibition 
should not commence till night, that it might 
be all the more imposing ; but the public were 
impatient, and would not be denied a minute 
after dusk. Then as many as it would hold 
were allowed to enter the big club-room upstairs. 
" I, however, was not aware of how things 
were going on at the time, being closely confined 
in my old quarters, the attic, which, by-the- 
bye, as well as the remainder of the upper 
portion of the chandlery, had not been altered. 
All I knew about it was, that, as it grew dark 
on the evening in question, £ heard a great 
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tramping upstairs to the room before mentioned, 
which presently subsided, giving place to a dead 
stillness. Then I heard the familiar sound of 
the bone whistle, and at once commenced the 
haunting performance in the most spirited 
manner — giving the shrieks, the cries for help, 
and winding up by dashing my beak through a 
window. When it was all over, I heard my 
master's voice. 

"'Peg!' 

"'Hallo!' 

"Downstairs I slipped, and, finding Mr. 
Sinks at the club-room door, perched on his 
shoulder, and so we entered the crowded apart- 
ment. Of the many million moments that 
have gone to make up the few years I have 
lived, that, without doubt, was the most satis- 
factory. There sat the silly company, pale and 
sweating with terror, in spite of the spirituous 
fortification with which each had provided 
himself. I noted among them several who 
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had shunned me, and driven me from their 
door. There, with erect hair, sat the youth 
to whom I owed my broken leg. I laughed at 
'em. In their very faces I set up the doleful 
cry that had set their teeth chattering many a 
time, and assailed them with every opprobrious 
epithet I had ever been taught or could invent 
on the spot. I croaked, spread my broad black 
wings, and in a few words explained to them 
their everlasting doom. I flew round the head 
of the young fellow who had lamed me, and, 
while he put up his arm and cowered, croaked 
out, < Gibbet! gibbet! gibbet V till all except 
the lad's mother shrank away from him. I 
was their master, every one of them; and, 
flushed with success, I do think I should pre- 
sently have made an onslaught on some of their 
pale faces, had not Mr. Bints' s anxious voice 
recalled me. I at once saw the error I had 
committed, and that such behaviour was calcu- 
lated rather to injure than to aid Mr. Binks. 
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" ' Why, Peg/ said he, ' what shall we do 
with you if you go on like this V 

" ' Give me some cheese,' replied I, readily. 

"This miserable pleasantry answered the 
expected purpose : it made the company laugh, 
and roused them from their horror-stricken 
mood. They plucked up their spirits, and de- 
clared I was a clever bird, and that they were 
delighted that the terrible mystery should have 
been cleared up in such a pleasant way. Of 
course this was all fudge. Pleasant way, in- 
deed ! I could see with half an eye that every 
fellow there was bubbling with bitterness and 
spite. They would like to have twisted my 
neck — to have taken me out and consumed me 
in a bonfire as a witch. Had I lived in the 
days when my father was a young bird, they 
would have done it to a certainty. As it was, 
however, they made a shift to conceal their 
malice, and went off to spread the news about 
the town ; and before the next evening every 
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person in Portsmouth had observed that the 
story of the haunting was just what he had 
predicted from the first — a mere hoax. 

" So for very shame's sake the inhabitants 
concurred in removing the ban from my old 
quarters, and the ' Jolly Raven' became one of 
the most flourishing hostelries in the town. If 
I did not succeed in regaining the respect of the 
populace, I was at least secured from its attacks. 
The belief that it was unlucky to ' cross' me 
rapidly gained ground, so that, if I chose to 
walk into the butcher's and help myself to a 
bit of meat, he dare not deny me ; or if the 
butcher, or any other inhabitant equally sturdy, 
encountered me out for an airing, he took the 
wall and left me the path. Tremendous im- 
portance was attached to my croak. I was 
supposed thereby to betoken storms, and famine, 
and death, and other calamities of a minor 
character. I concentrated my croaking powers, 
and brought them to play against my enemy, 
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Mr. Chuckster. Some kind fate, however, 
watched over the hackney-coachman, perverting 
my evil designs, and turning them to his good 
account. For instance, I heard he was ill a-bed, 
and thought it a capital opportunity to give 
him a fright ; so for three nights in succession 
I wheeled about his house at midnight, and 
croaked awfully. Unfortunately, however, the 
ailment from which he was suffering was rheu- 
matism, and the heavy perspiration induced by 
his fright cured him in half the time a doctor 
could. Another time I assailed the night 
coach, in which we still retained an interest, 
just before it started, but only succeeded in 
croaking an old couple out of the inside — they 
forfeiting, and Mr. Chuckster pocketing, his 
share of the fare. It had one good effect, as it 
led us to be fast friends. 

"As for Mr. Sinks, his behaviour was all 
that could be desired. He housed and fed me 
like a prince, and happily could I have passed 
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seventy instead of seven years in his service ; 
but, alas ! at the expiration of the last-men- 
tioned time, a circumstance occurred which 
blighted my prospects, and, without warning, 
reduced me from the condition of a raven in 
affluent circumstances to that of a homeless 
outcast. 

" As I have already told you, when the old 
store was altered to a tavern, it was only the 
lower part that was meddled with, but in course 
of time the upper portion grew so dilapidated 
as to need extensive repairs. Binks was a man 
who never did anything in a hurry; and al- 
though, when I first heard mention made of 
the roof repairs, I became alarmed and deter- 
mined to remove my treasure from beneath the 
tile, time wore on, and nothing more came of it, 
so I made my mind easy. One afternoon, how- 
ever, I took it into my head to pay a visit to 
the old towers, and, happening to fall in with a 
decent old jackdaw of my acquaintance, we sat 
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gossiping till quite a late hour, and then I set 
off for home. I was in no hurry, so I flew 
along at my leisure, revolving in my mind if I 
would have meat or cheese for supper. Judge, 
then, of my astonishment, good Rough, when, 
on nearing the c Jolly Raven/ I found the 
neighbourhood in an uproar — found not only 
the streets but the windows and housetops 
thronged, and could hear a roar while I was 
yet a good quarter of a mile away. 

" c Here he comes !' 

" ' Here who comes ?' thought I ; € what are 
the people looking out for ?' 

"But as I came nearer, I discovered most 
unmistakeably that ' he' meant myself. ' Here 
he comes!' ' Here comes deviPs-kin !' ' Here's 
the villain for whom poor Joe was sent over 
the seas !' 

" This last observation arrested my flight as 
suddenly as a spasm of cramp — € for whom poor 
Joe was sent over the seas !' The house re 
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pairers had begun, and had discovered the 
hidden spectacles. 

" In desperation, however, I pushed on, and, 
mounting aloft just over the old house, looked 
down. Every tile was removed, and there was 
my master out on the roof endeavouring to 
entice me down with the bone whistle, while 
with him were the mayor and two or three 
other officials handing the unfortunate spec- 
tacles from one to the other and busily scruti- 
nizing them. 

" The situation was embarrassing. Had there 
been nobody more formidable to contend with 
than my master and Mr. Chuckster, I should 
not have given two thoughts about the matter, 
but come down at once ; but when I saw the 
raging mob below — the mob who had neither 
forgotten nor forgiven how dreadfully they had 
been taken in by me seven years ago — when I 
heard them roaring, ' Thief! thief! blood- 
sucker!' when I saw them shaking their fists 
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— I thought it as well not to chance it. I saw 
that I had lost the game, and, to speak the 
truth, felt rather faint-hearted. But for my 
life I would not have let them know that. So 
I swept round in a big circle, shrieked the old 
shriek defiantly, and sheered off. It was well 
that I did, for ( bang ! bang !' went a couple of 
guns, the bullets making the air whistle about 
my ears." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

CONCEBNING A BATTLE WITH OWLS — PEG'S PENI- 
TENCE AND BELAPSE. 

<c Homeless and destitute. That was exactly 
my condition as I flitted from the town of 
Portsmouth ; but so elated was I at the neat 
way in which I had eluded the murderous spite 
of the inhabitants, that, for full an hour, I 
could think of nothing else. On I flew, cur- 
vetting and sporting in the air, gay as a lark, 
till, weary of wing, I settled on a barn-roof, 
and began seriously to reflect on my situation." 
" And on the evil ways that had led to it, I 
trust," spoke the one-eyed terrier, who, a 
dozen times in as many minutes, had been on 
the point of giving his feathered friend a bit 
of his mind, but was always checked by a 
8 
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glance from the beady eyes* till at last the jaunty 
air of the wicked bird compelled him to speak. 
"I trust," said he, " you at length discovered 
that honesty was the best policy, and resolved 
to begin a new life." 

" Oh, don't be alarmed at the success of my 
boyish freaks," said the raven, sneeringly; 
"never fear, my honest politician, that my 
tolerably long path in life has been without its 
thorns, or that I have received less kicks than 
compensating coppers. If, however, you want 
to know whether, sitting on the barn-roof, I 
was smitten with remorse, I am happy to in- 
form you I was not; I was smitten with 
nothing but hunger and weariness, and an un- 
comfortable suspicion that, unless I was lucky r 
the first-mentioned disagreeable sensation and 
myself were likely to become intimately ac- 
quainted. I must admit that the bleak autumn 
wind, sweeping over the lea, caused my well-" 
conditioned body to quiver, and set me reflect- 
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ing on the comfortable suppers and warm nooks 
at the € Jolly Raven ;' but, I promise you, my 
reflections were of the bitterest — it was alone 
the forfeiture of so many good things that 
caused me regret. It was now quite dark ; and, 
being a total stranger to the locality, I knew 
that the chances of discovering a meal that 
night were very slender ; so, after repeating all 
the wicked words I had ever been taught, I 
tucked my head under my sleek wing and went 
to sleep. 

"I passed a wretched night. The wind 
whistling amongst the trees reminded me of the 
yelling mob on the housetops. The sudden 
' Quaa ! quaa !' of a restless rook startled me to 
terrorful wakefulness ; and, withdrawing my 
head swiftly from beneath my wing, my eyes 
encountered what at first sight I thought was 
the deceased Jew, wearing those confounded 
spectacles, but which proved to be an inquisitive 
old owl, who was regarding me in my nook 
• 8— % 
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with his great goggle eyes. The impertinent 
rascal ! Instead of apologizing for having dis- 
turbed my slumber, he began to hoot me ; but, 
with one dash with my beak, I sent him off 
squealing, with his white breast stained and 
trickling red. 

" This little adventure put me in quite good 
spirits, and I could hardly keep my head under 
my wing through chuckling at the clever way 
I had pinked the big, silly bird ; but my satis- 
faction was of but short duration. Hardly had 
the wounded owl been gone five minutes, than 
from a wood near at hand a sound of owls 
calling each other — € to-hooo ! to-hooo !' — faint, 
and at far distances, at first, but gathering 
strength each moment, till the 'to-hooos' 
blending, became one loud howl; then there 
was a pause, then a whirring of wings ; and, 
before I could make out what the row was 
about, a legion of the birds, led on by the 
white owl with the wounded breast, enveloped 
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me like a cloud — a cloud of big eyes, fierce with 
anger, and gnashing, hooked beaks, and venge- 
ful claws. 

" € To-o-whooh ! too-whooh !' shrieked the 
owl army. ' Kill the brutal raven ! Rend him 
into little bits ! Shred him to mincemeat V 

u It was their vast number, and the savage 
greediness of each one to have a dig at me, that 
saved my life Over and over again did half-a- 
dozen swoop down at the same instant — their 
spiteful, snuffer-shaped beaks gaping for my 
blood — but, just in the nick of time, their thick 
heads would be brought into collision, and they 
were sent staggering back, making way for 
another batch, whose tactics were precisely the 
same ; so it happened that by the timid out- 
siders I was most harassed and injured. They 
made sly grips at my breast feathers, and car- 
ried off whole clawsful ; they assailed my rear, 
plucking out my tail and quill feathers from 
their roots. I was full of pluck and strength, 
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and exerted both to the utmost; but what 
could one bird do against so bloodthirsty a 
crew ? I was terribly mauled — had scarcely a 
leg to stand on, indeed, and felt myself fast 
yielding, when I suddenly bethought me of a 
manoeuvre which, had it only entered my silly 
head in time, might have altogether saved me 
from the disastrous encounter — my knowledge 
of man-language ! 

" ' He's giving in — too-whoot ! We've got 
him now ! All together, owls — down on him !' 
shrieked a big grey monster. 

" ' Hi, hi !' responded I, catching at the first 
scrap of man-tongue that occurred to me ; 
( rogues ! cheats ! lock 'em up ! lock 'em up V 

" I certainly did not think so at that time, 
but, looking back from this distance, 'pon my 
word, Rough, it was almost worth while under- 
going all the uncivil treatment I had for the 
pleasure of witnessing the consternation there 
was when I uttered the words. In a body 
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they leapt back, as though I had suddenly 
grown red-hot and they were afraid of & 
singeing. 

" ' Hooray ! hooray ! Pay the toll ! pay the 
toll!' I again shouted, rising as well as my 
maimed limbs would allow, and flurring amongst 
them. The rout was complete. The big grey 
owl was the last to stand his ground; but when 
I flew straight at him, and, full in his round, 
stupid face, executed the haunting shriek in my 
best style, he actually turned a complete somer- 
sault, and then shot off like an arrow. 

" Although I had now fairly won the field, I 
at once saw that it would be impolitic to con- 
tinue to occupy it. Bruised and weary as I 
was, I should much have liked to creep into 
some snug chink in the barn, and there have 
rested, at least till morning ; but I felt that if 
I did so, I should certainly drop to sleep from 
sheer exhaustion, and then might not the owls 
rally, and, falling on me suddenly, attack me to 
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death ? Decidedly, I had best be off at once. 
Where? 

" Alas ! how had things altered with me in 
one little hour ! So short a time ago I was a 
bird of enviable prospects — handsome enough 
to ensure a welcome greeting wherever I pre- 
sented myself, and clever enough to take fall 
advantage of the favourable impression I was 
sure of making. Under such circumstances 
what had I to fear? Now how was the case 
altered ! I was a scarecrow — a promiscuous 
bundle of tousled feathers ! True, my accom- 
plishments remained to me; but what were 
they without beauty ? Who would believe in 
wine served in common crockery? Who, Rough, 
would house a mangy cur, though € excellent at 
rats' grew, in furry letters, on his forehead ?" 

" If the cur courted the mange, or brought it 
upon himself through his evil behaviour, he 
could hardly expect anybody to house him/' 
replied the philosophic terrier. 
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"Just the answer I might have expected 
from a beast of your low mind/' snarled the 
raven. " Deserving it or no, at least you will 
admit that my situation was alarming. I felt 
wretchedly low-spirited, and, like most dutiful 
sons in the same predicament, 1 began to think 
of home, and of my mother and father. Ragged 
and ugly as 1 was, 1 knew that if the old folks 
were still alive (it was many years since I had 
seen them), they would receive me with open 
wings, so I trimmed myself up a bit, and put 
myself in flying order, and set off. 

" The distance to the old nest was not more 
than forty miles, yet such was my disabled con- 
dition that 1 was almost as many hours accom- 
plishing it. At last, lame and hungry, I 
approached the well-remembered spot — it was 
vacant ! Not a trace remained of the home of 
my infancy. 

"For this blow I was totally unprepared. 
The thoughts of the welcome that awaited me, 
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of how my old mother would embrace me, and 
bring out the best in the nest for supper, had 
upheld me through the last ten miles of my 
weary journey; and now that I found no 
parent, no victuals, no sympathy for my rags, 
no comfort for my empty belly, it was only the 
reflection, that I had none to spare, that stayed 
me from plucking out my feathers in despair. 
Then I grew remorseful. My proper pluck and 
spirit were completely starved out of me, and I 
began to whine and upbraid myself in a way 
that would have satisfied even you, Bough. I 
thought of my sister, whom I had slain-— of 
poor Joe, the chandler's boy, who, through me, 
had been sent across the seas ; and I resolved 
to be a better bird. In this humble spirit I 
hobbled to a market-garden, and meekly supped 
off worms ; after that, I made my way to a 
neighbouring rookery, resolved to mortify my 
wicked heart by associating with the low birds 
who lived there. But the rooks wouldn't have 
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me ! The silly wretches, whom I always de- 
spised, and whom, if had had but my health and 
strength, I could have thrashed in half-dozens, 
refused my company — nay more, they pecked 
at my tender stumps, and drove me away, de- 
riding me in their peculiar and ridiculous lan- 
guage, of which I understood but little. As I 
did understand it, however, their remarks were 
perplexing. 'Go back to the barber's/ they 
said ; ' The barber has been clipping him with 
his big scissors, and turned him out/ 'You 
don't lodge here, barber's bird/ and so on. 

"What did they mean? I was too full of 
rage and bitterness to demand an explanation; 
but in the seclusion of the thick hedge into 
which I escaped, I could not help turning their 
jeering allusions over in my mind. What, who, 
where was the barber's I was to go back to ? 

" When the night set in, and the lamps were 
lit in the town, I stretched my stiff wings, and 
mounted to the housetops, and, limping along 
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them, contemplated the bustle and business 
going on below, as I had done many a time in 
Portsmouth town. Indeed, it was sheer habit 
that induced me to take to the roofs. Presently, 
as my weary eyes turned from this thing to 
that, they encountered a barber's pole jutting 
out from a little shop, and — could I believe my 
senses ? — there, at the open door, sat one of 
my own species ! ' 

" So strange a sensation came over me that 
I wonder, considering my weak state, I did not 
tumble from the summit of the tall house to 
the pavement. My heart beat. quickly in my 
bruised body, and I experienced the same 
huskiness in my throat as when I first dis- 
covered poor Jack Lampit on the gibbet. I flut- 
tered down, hopped across the street, and — ah I 
who has so good a memory of his parents as a son 
in distress ? — at once recognised my mother. 

" I knew her at once, and, pressing my beak 
to hers, addressed her — ( Don't you know me, 
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mother ? I am your son — your son who went 
away to Portsmouth !' 

" She didn't return my kind salute ; she 
gazed at me for a moment, and then, starting 
back with a scream, exclaimed — 

" ' I know him now ! It is he who killed his 
sister ! Be off ! be off! If I were not weak 
and old, you wicked bird, I would revenge her 
cruel death. If your poor father were alive he 
would peck the life out of you. Don't come 
here : be off, I tell you !* 

" With that she set up such a screaming that 
the barber and a man who was having his hair 
cut came rushing out to see what the row was 
about. I thought it prudent to hop off, but 
kept in earshot long enough to hear the barber 
say to mother — 

" ' What's the matter, old girl ? was it a dog?' 

" € No/ said the man with the half-cut hair; 
€ it was a bird. I saw it hop away — a black 
bird like a rook/ 
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wretched fine if I could steal better helping the 
meal down wonderfully. 

" Slaking my thirst at a little pool of water, 
I obtained a fair Tiew of my vagabond self. 
Was I ashamed? did I blush for my riff-raff 
tail, my ragged breast, and my blackguardly 
wings ? Not L I gloried in 'em. I clawed 
my poll-feathers oyer my eyes, and scowled at 
my ruffianly self, reflected in the pool, with the 
greatest satisfaction. Could I at the moment 
hare had my chief wishes gratified, I should 
have stipulated but for two things — stronger 
and sharper claws, and about half an inch more 
beak." 

"And your mother's forgiveness?" urged 
the tender-hearted terrier. 

" My mother's fiddlestick !" replied the 
raven, contemptuously. " If I thought of her 
at all it was as a vixenish old jade who would 
be none the worse for a sound pecking. As I 
flew over the town, I just caught sight of her 
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airing herself a-top of the barber's chimney- 
pot, and I could hardly resist the fun of creep- 
ing stealthily behind and tipping her into the 
sooty chasm." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

IN WHICH PEG'S GREED OF CHEESE BETRAYS HIM 
INTO A HORRIBLE ADVENTURE. 

" Late in the evening of the day on which, 
with such disgust, I quitted the town where 
my unnatural mother dwelt, I found myself in 
the neighbourhood of London — in the eastern 
neighbourhood of it, nigh to the Monument — 
hungry and in want of a lodging." 

"Wants easily enough supplied/' observed 
the terrier. " You were within hail of Billings- 
gate, Peg, where stale fish abounded ; and as 
for a lodging " 

" Ay, ay ; but I did not want a temporary, 
but a permanent abode," interrupted the raven. 
" I had made up my mind to try my luck in 
London, and knowing the dangers that beset 
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young people at large in the wicked city, I 
resolved at once to seek the bosom of a quiet 
family and settle down respectably. The diffi- 
culty, however, was, how to introduce myself 
to the notice of the worthy citizens : the doors 
of all the private houses were fast closed ; and 
as for walking into any one of the numerous 
shops, the constant bustle and tramping in and 
out of customers put it out of the question. 
Indeed, I tried it once at a poulterer's shop in 
Cheapside; the poulterer, who looked like a 
man with a good will for outcasts, was trussing 
a fowl and talking to an old lady customer. 
The old lady carried an umbrella, the ferule of 
which, as I was sidling up to them, she brought 
with a bang to the floor, for the purpose of 
emphasizing some joke; unfortunately, how- 
ever, it came upon the toes of my right foot, 
making me squeak again, and, what was worse, 
lose for a moment both my manners and my 
temper. 

9-3 
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" ' Hi ! ho V I shouted, making a fierce peck 
at her ankles ; ' lock her up !' 

" I hardly know which was sprawling on the 
ground first, the old lady or the chicken the 
man was trussing; she — the old lady — was a 
stout person, and how I managed to escape 
being crushed to death as she fell I could 
never make out ; true, I did not pause at the 
time to inquire into the subject, for, seeing me 
emerge from between the prostrate lady's 
Adelaide boots, the frightened shopkeeper seized 
a big poultry-knife, from out of the reach of 
which I gladly escaped. 

"Speaking of fowls, Rough, brings to my 
mind the astonishment I experienced that same 
night at the sight of cocks and hens and their 
progeny perambulating the streets and scratch- 
ing in the gutters by the light of the lamps, 
as lively and unconcerned as though the sun 
were shining; the smallest chicks even were 
broad awake, and ' larking ' among themselves, 
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as though such a thing as ' roost ' was un- 
known. I augured nothing good from the 
sight. Portsmouth has — and I confess not 
without some show of reason — a reputation for 
loose habits, but, to my knowledge, it never 
carried them to such an extent as this. What 
could be said of a city whose long-continued 
irregularities and dissipations had perverted the 
very nature of its chickens ! I was shocked ; 
the knowing air of the ragged cocks, and the 
reckless indifference of the draggletail hens, at 
once impressed me with the notion that the 
set I had now to deal with were considerably 
less verdant than those with whom I had passed 
so many years. 

" However, to return to Cheapside. After 
my hurried exit from the poulterer's, I ad- 
journed to the roof of a neighbouring church, 
and spent half-an-hour in comforting my poor 
toes, and reflecting on what would be the best 
course to pursue ; finally I resolved to have 
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a leisurely fly round and see how the ground 
lay. 

" It was by this time quite dark, and, in my 
circuit, I came upon a wretched neighbourhood 
in the vicinity of the Tower of London. The 
houses were miserably poor and squalid, the 
broken windows were plugged with rags, of 
which there was a superabundance hanging 
about the men and women and the little 
children in the streets, and about the rickety 
bedsteads visible through the windows. There 
was a stench of fish — fresh, dried, and under- 
going the frying process. Thfire, too, was the 
savoury scent (it is always to be met with in 
these neighbourhoods) of which, as is my 
nature, I am so fond — of sausages. All these 
things reminded me so strongly of the dear old 
seaport town I had lately left, that I could not 
forbear lingering. 

" I perched above the attic-window of a tall 
house in the ugliest part of that ugly neigh- 
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bourhood. The house stood in a row with a 
score more, all alike: with this difference— 
the attic* window of ray house was crossed and 
crossed with iron bars, like a prison. The only- 
notice I at first took of this circumstance was 
that the topmost bar made a capital perch ; and 
there I sat meditating. , 

"Presently, however, there stole upon my 
senses a more delicious odour even than that of 
sausages — an odour that at once put to flight 
all other thoughts and sensations. It was 
cheese ! I had not tasted — seen a bit, even, 
for several days. Where could it be ? I looked 
eagerly about on every side — my beak watering 
— the bricks, the very iron bars, smelt as cheesy 
as an old mouse-trap ; but not a scrap of the 
delicious food was in sight. Thought I, it 
must be in the house— it must be in the room 
a-top of the window of which you are sitting ! 

" I at once hopped down from the top to the 
bottom row of bars ; and, discovering a chink 
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between the blind and the window- frame, 
peeped in. Such a sight ! There, at a table, 
sat an old woman, hideously ugly — her grey 
hair sluttishly upheld by a yellow handkerchief 
— her face dirty and wrinkled — and her fingers 
bearing no mean resemblance to my claws. 
Before the old woman, on the table, was a pile 
of golden guineas, as large as — well, as many as 
would have filled brimming full a quart tankard. 
Nor was this all : likewise on the table there 
stood a big brown jar, such as the old house- 
keeper here used to keep pickled walnuts in ; 
and in this there were I don't know how many 
guineas besides. The old woman was counting 
the guineas off the heap into the jar; not 
dropping 'em in by fives, boldly, as a money- 
counter should, but taking 'em up one at a 
time, and just tipping 'em over the jar's edge, 
that she might enjoy the pleasant chinking of 
the coin against the side of the vessel. 

" I love money : I always did. Not that 2" 
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ever got any good of it ; but I have seen such 
-wonders worked with it — such terrible things 
done for its possession. The only thing I love 
better is cheese. I never in my life felt such 
reverence for the bright yellow medals as when 
I saw, as I frequently did, customers come to 
the ship-chandler's, and, by dubbing down a 
dozen or so of the precious coins, secure the 
right to cart off, say, ten prime old Cheshires ! 
Wouldn't / deal pretty largely in old Cheshires 
if I could only find a fellow with sense enough 
to deal with me ! 

" My ruling propensity it was that made me 
almost forget the old woman's wealth at sight 
of her supper. It was cheese — a very little bit, 
certainly — but cheese it was, and toasted ! It 
lay on an old chipped plate, and by the side of 
it was a morsel of crust of bread. The old woman 
was nibbling at the crust, and only waited for 
the cheese to grow cool to devour that also. 

" Oh, the ravishing sight ! When, after a 
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separation of nearly twenty years, I again met 
my mother, my sensations had been blissful, 
but they were a mere nothing to my sensations 
now. I trembled on the bar with excitement. 
I was delirious — I tapped three times at the 
window ! 

" The effect of the tapping on the old lady 
was remarkable. She dropped the crust out of 
the hand not engaged in playing with the 
guineas, and with lightning swiftness clapped 
both her long-nailed paws about the yellow 
heap, as a clever mouser captures its prey — not 
a domesticated mouser, a wild one. A cat with 
such claws and eyes, looking as hers did, as she 
cuddled her arms round the jar, and covered 
with her hands the guineas heaped in front of 
them, would not be tolerated in any quiet family. 

" After listening for a few moments her terror 
subsided somewhat, and she unclasped the 
money and came towards the window. I hopped 
up to the top bar again. Cautiously the old 
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party opened the window, and, taking each bar 
in her bony hand, shook it, to see that it was 
secure. Being satisfied, she chuckled some- 
thing about the wind ; and, without closing the 
window (she hadn't opened it wider than would 
allow her hand to pass out), returned to the 
table. Without the least noise I dropped again 
to the bottom bar. 

(t € Fll finish my bit of supper/ I heard her 
mumble, as I peeped in ; ' Fll pick my bit of 
cheese, and then finish counting my pretty 
chicks/ 

u She took up the chipped plate, and licked 
her lips. Was I to lose it ? Wasn't there a 
possibility of begging the least bit of it ? Sup- 
pose I tried her with her own language — with 
a sentence which my friend the toll-man some- 
times used when folks were slow at giving him 
money. 

" ' Pay the toll — you must pay the toll V 

" The case being urgent — she was about to 
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raise the cheese to her mouth — I shot out the 
adjuration quick and loud, hoping to stay her 
hand. I stayed it with a vengeance. Her mouth, 
ajar for the precious morsel, snapped short of 
it with a loud crv, and she slid off her chair as 
though suddenly bereft of her bones. 

u I had not hoped to succeed nearly so well. 
In an instant I was through the open window ; 
and, lifting the fallen cheese to the table, 
perched a-top of the guinea heap, and for five 
minutes was the happiest raven in the world. 
Then, feeling full of cheese, and brave, I began 
to wonder if the old woman was dead. She lay 
still enough for a dead woman, but her face 
was undermost : and, to be sure, I plucked away 
the yellow handkerchief, and stood upon her 
grey head to listen. Somehow or other I lost 
my footing, and slipped off, grasping a clawful 
of hair in an endeavour to save myself. The 
tugging revived her. She moved and groaned, 
and, not having time to get to the window, I 
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skipped to the. top of an old clock-case in a 
corner of the room. 

" She, however, did not get up the moment 
her senses returned to her; with her face still 
to the ground, she lay mumbling and moaning. 

" 'They're gone — I know they're gone! The 
robbers, the vipers, to thieve from an old 'oman 
like me ! Oh, they mu*t be gone ! Fm afraid 
to look, but I know they must I Four hundred 
and sixty-nine, that was the number — all good 
weight and true gold. Oh ! wont somebody 
tell me they're gone, and not let me be drove 
crazy by the sight of the bare table and the 
empty jar?' 

" I could have told her, but I didn't quite 
see my way clear : so I stood still and kept my 
eyes open. Presently the old hag began — -just 
an inch at a time — to turn her head towards 
the table; and then, covering her eyes with 
her hand, and making tiny chinks between her 
fingers, peeped through. The cry she gave 
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when she saw the yellow heap undisturbed was 
equalled by nothing I ever heard save my own 
Portsmouth haunting yell. The bound she 
made towards her money could not have been 
excelled by the nimblest ratter in the parish. 
She laughed over the lovely heap— she cried 
over it — she kissed it. She thrust handfuls 
of it down her scraggy bosom, and hugged it 
there as mothers hug their babies. She dived 
both her hands into the brown jar and scrooped 
about the chinking pieces, while she mumbled 
the fag of a dancing tune. 

" But she was not so elated at the safety of 
her four hundred and sixty-nine gold pieces 
but that she presently missed the mite of cheese 
that might have cost her a halfpenny. She 
hunted high and low — it was not to be found. 
This set her considering. 

" € I never ate it — I swear I never ate it/ « 
grumbled she, € yet it's gone. Could a thief 
have been here after all? What! a talking 
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thief — a human thief — who could talk about 
/paying toll/ as I dreamt — as I dreamt — just 
now — steal a scrap of cheese and leave gold? 
Ho, ho! why I don't believe I could do it 
myself! I must have eaten it. I don't recol- 
lect it, but of course I must, though I don't 
feel like it. I'll have, a bit more ! It's dreadful 
extravagance, but somehow I feel like a person 
relieved of some great danger, and who ought 
to make a feast on that account. I'll toast me 
another bit of cheese !' 

" She hobbled across the room to the corner 
where the clock-case stood; it was her cup- 
board. Peeping down from the summit, I saw 
her unlock the door, and take out a piece 
weighing at least a quarter of a pound. Again 
my head began to swim, and, quite uncon- 
sciously, I gasped — 

" f Oh ! cheese, cheese !' 

"With an ejaculation of terror, the old 
woman raised her eyes, and I was discovered. 
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Making sure that she meant war, I at once 
threw myself into a defensive attitude; instead, 
however, the terror faded from her face, giving 
place to delight ; and, clapping her hands, she 
exclaimed — 

" ' A raven, as Pm a live sinner ! I've been 
wanting a raven for years. So it was you, you 
rogue, who gave me such a fright, and ate up 
my cheese ! He ! he ! that will be the last 
bit you eat here without earning it, if I know it.* 

" She went to a drawer, brought out a pair 
of big shears, and concealed them behind her 
with one hand, while she made coaxing over- 
tures to me with the other. Things began to 
look serious. I became alarmed, and made for 
the window. The old hag was too quick for 
me; she darted to the casement and banged 
it down. 

"'Now we'll see who is master, my beauty !' 
said she, making no further mystery of the 
scissors, but brandishing and clashing them 
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before my eyes. It was a battle, I can tell you. 
That she meant my death I felt sure, and you 
may guess how a strong young raven will fight 
for his life. Round and round the room, I 
shrieking and calling her the wickedest of 
names (which was the worst thing I could have 
done, as it only opened her eyes to the extent 
of my accomplishments), and she snipping 
the scissors and grinning savagely — sure of vic- 
tory. She obtained it. Driven to extremities, 
I made a dash at the window— too feebly, alas ! 
I made a bole big enough to allow of the pas- 
sage of my head, and no more. She seized me, 
whipped a towel round me, and then, holding 
me with a grip I should never have dreamt her 
capable of, brought the cruel scissors to bear on 
my wings, and, by a few clips, reduced me to 
the condition of a mere barn-door fowl." 



10 



146 REMINISCENCES OF A RAVEN. 



CHAPTER IX. 

IN WHICH, AS A FOKTUNK-TBLLEK, PEG ACHIEVES 
COX8IDEKABLE 8UCCESS. 

" There is, as you well know, Rough, a popular 
belief that a bird suffers nothing from having 
his wings clipped. It is no more painful, say 
the brutal wing-clippers, than it is to have one's 
nails pared or hair cut. Not having had any 
experience as regards either of these operations, 
I am of course incompetent to judge exactly 
the comparison ; but I very much doubt if man- 
kind would so cheerfully go to be shorn, and 
pay the shearer for his labour, if the process 
caused them a hundredth part of the torture 
caused me by those frightful scissors/ 1 

" Poor Peg !" observed the one-eyed terrier, 
wagging his head sympathetically; "don't I 
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know what it is ? Shall I ever forget the time 
when my ears were cropped?" 

" Pshaw ! what comparison, I'd be glad to 
know, can be established between ear-cropping 
and wing-clipping ? Without your ears you 
could get about as usual, I presume; you could 
eat and sleep, and bark and bite as well as 
ever; but what was my case? Not only was 
I condemned to depend upon my unused feet 
for locomotion, but I was debarred from 
natural rest. How could I compose myself for 
slumber? — how could I tuck my miserable 
head under the shameful, shabby things left to 
me when the horrid old woman released me 
from the towel? 

I must confess, however, that at the time I 
thought little of my bereavement. I had so 
thoroughly made up my mind that nothing less 
than my head was coming off, that I could 
hardly believe my senses when she let me 
go, and replaced the scissors in the drawer. 
10— 2 
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What did she mean to do with me ? For what 
purpose was my life preserved ? By a prodi- 
gious effort I regained the top of the clock- 
case, and there stood trembling, and keeping 
my ears open for any explanatory observation 
the old hag might make. 

"Evidently she derived wonderful satisfac- 
tion from my capture — enough, indeed, to 
induce her to overlook her fright and the loss 
of her cheese, to say nothing of several awkward 
lacerations about the arms and hands dealt by 
my beak during the skirmish. Even while she 
stanched her wounds and applied little patches 
of sticking-plaster to them, she perpetually 
chuckled and droned scraps of merry ditties, 
throwing me from time to time the most cheer- 
ful of glances. After she had collected her 
guineas and placed them in the brown jar, and 
concealed the jar under some lumber, she cut 
a liberal slice of cheese, and proceeded to toast 
it : during the process her extravagant joy 
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abated, and she took to mumbling and mutter- 
ing in an under-tone. 

"The little I could understand, however, 
only served further to perplex me. ' He can 
do it, and he shall/ said she, softly, while she 
looked thoughtfully into the fire. ' If he can 
say one thing he can another — hes/iali! I'll 
cut the heart out of him but he shall learn. Now 
I'll do a trade ! I've caught the goose — the 
pretty black goose— and he shall lay me golden 
eggs. The idiots who come here shall have the 
last penny scared out of their pockets ! He ! 
he ! Me and my raven ! Mother Bosco and 
her black prophet ! Why, they'll come in 
flocks ; I shall be obliged to double — to treble 
— my prices to keep my customers scarce ! I'll 
learn my pretty bird his lessons — I'll coax and 
wheedle, and pet him like a prince ; but learn 
he must — learn he shall /' 

" Incoherent and vague as was this speech, 
I could not fail to gather from it that I was 
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expected to learn something for the old woman's 
benefit ; and, with my unfortunate wings still 
smarting and bleeding, I resolved to disappoint 
her. I never in my life hated anybody as I 
hated Mrs. Bosco ; that night I felt as though 
nothing would give me greater satisfaction than 
to kill her ; indeed, after she had gone to bed, 
and as the moonlight came through the barred 
window, and I could see through the chinks of 
the bed-curtains her closed eyes and ugly nose 
just above the counterpane, I resolved to at- 
tempt her assassination, and, quietly whetting 
my beak on the top of the clock-case, attempted 
to flutter noiselessly down on to her bed ; but 
my lame pinions had grown so stiff, that, on 
launching off the eminence, I came to the floor 
with a heavy 'thud/ causing Mrs. Bosco to 
start out of bed ; and, before I could recover 
from the shock the fall had caused me, she 
caught me up, and, placing me in a wicker 
basket, tied down the lid, and, heedless of the 
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wicked words that in my rage I uttered, again 
retired to her bed chuckling. 

"I passed a most miserable night in the 
basket. It was a 'small round basket of white 
willow, and with a flat top — such, indeed, as in 
these days cherries are sent to market in. I 
spent hours in fruitlessly gnawing at the tough 
bars of my prison, and fiercely demanding of 
Mrs. Bosco to let me out. At last, just as the 
day began to break, thoroughly exhausted, I 
fell asleep. 

" It was broad day when I awoke, and there 
were voices in the room. Peeping through a 
chink, I saw another woman besides the crone 
whose acquaintance I had already made. This 
was a young woman — very young — and dressed 
like a lady. Mrs. Bosco, too, was quite another 
person this morning. In place of the yellow 
handkerchief, she wore on her head a high 
turban, and about her body, and draping to her 
heels, was a sort of dressing-gown of curious 
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pattern, and fastened at the waist with a girdle. 
Only for her cracked, masculine voice I shouldn't 
have known her. 

"Both women were seated at the table, 
which now was covered with scarlet baize. 
Upon the baize cards were spread, and there 
was a skull, and an old-fashioned mirror, 
and a big book, open, and revealing curiously- 
coloured pictures. The young woman looked 
pale and anxious — Mrs. Bosco much puzzled, 
or affecting to be so. At last she shook her 
head dubiously, and, gathering up the cards, 
said — 

" ' I can't make it out at all, my dear ; your 
case is {peculiar, and the cards wont touch it. 
You see, my dear, how honest I am ! I might 
tell you a pack of lies, and take your money ; 
but, thank goodness, though poor — wretchedly 
poor — I've got my principles/ 

" Then, assuming a reflective air, she said 
after a short pause — 
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"'What a pity, miss, you didn't defer your 
visit for another nine or ten days ! I could 
then have told you all you wish to know easily 
enough/ 

"' Could you?' said the young woman, 
eagerly ; 'pray how is that, ma'am V 

"'Well, well, my dear/ whispered Mrs. 
Bosco, mysteriously, ' I did mean to keep the 
secret to myself till the time came ; but you 
seem a discreet young person, and I don't mind 
telling you. A friend of mine, who lived near 
the Black Forest in Germany, lately died. 
My friend, let me tell you, was a sorcerer — 
rest his soul, I say — but truth is truth, and 
he was a real sorcerer. Folks in Germany tell 
strange tales of my friend, and about the price 
he paid for his superhuman knowledge; but 
the fact is, all he ever knew was taught him 
by a raven — at least, he bears every appearance 
of being a raven. He bequeathed the bird to 
me when he died ; it is crossing the sea now, 
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and will be here in nine days. Come and explain 
your case to him/ 

" i But I can't speak German/ said the young 
woman, sorrowfully. 

"'No need for it/ replied Mrs. Bosco, 
quickly. ( Bless your heart, if all be true I've 
heard about this wonderful bird, there isn't a 
language under the sun that he doesn't under- 
stand and speak fluently; but you wont 
mention a word of this to anybody, will you, 
my dear ?' 

" ' Not for worlds/ replied the young woman, 
fidgeting, as the wily Mrs. Bosco well knew, 
to be off and spread the wondrous news. ' I'll 
keep the secret as close as an oyster, ma'am, 
and be sure to come in nine days' time.' 

" This was the grand secret, then— this it was 
that had saved my neck from the shears. Mrs. 
Bosco was a ' fortune-teller,' and, without 
doubt, I was ' the Raven of the Black Forest / 
and the nine days necessary for my voyage from 
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Germany were to be spent by the old woman 
in instructing me in her art. My gift of speech 
was to be cultivated that the boobies who pa- 
tronised my mistress might be plucked worse 
than ever. I saw it all as plainly as I saw the 
sides of the basket." 

" And refused to sanction it— eh, Peg ?" said 
the honest dog. "There and then you spokefrom 
the basket, and exposed the wicked old sinner !" 
"That's just what I— didn't do," replied 
Peg, winking artfully at his moral but short- 
sighted companion. " 'Pon my word, Rough, 
for all your grey coat, you are a mere puppy in 
experience. Pray what would have been the 
result if I had acted as you suggest? Don't 
you see, you silly dog, that, shut in that basket, 
I was quite at the fortune-teller's mercy? She 
might have left me there to starve ; she might 
— I believe she was malicious enough— have 
placed me on the fire, basket and all, and burnt 
me up alive. 
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'• Besides, not to mince the matter, I was by- 
no means averse to the project — there was some- 
thing about it that accorded excellently with my 
disposition. It elevated me to a post of dis- 
tinction. Henceforth I should be a somebody ; 
it would be I that the noodles would flock to 
see ; it would be I to whom they would tell 
their secrets, and to the words that fell from 
my beak they would listen reverently; my 
labour would be mere amusement, and my 
wages snug quarters and good feeding. There- 
fore, Bough, I remained still as a mouse till the 
young woman was gone, and at once made up 
my mind to entertain the scheme to my utter- 
most. 

"Expecting to find me still savage and vin- 
dictive, the old woman raised the lid of the 
basket carefully, and an inch at a time, ad- 
dressing me in soothing terms. But I speedily 
made her mind easy on that score. Since I 
had heard her utter her name I had repeated it 
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to myself several times, and, when she had 
opened the basket wide enough, I hopped to the 
edge of it, and, winking at her significantly, 
exclaimed — 

" ' Bosco ! I'm hungry, Bosco V 
" Had I really come straight from that weird 
place, the Black Forest — had I suddenly dis- 
played on my forehead the brand of the Evil 
One— the old lady could not have looked more 
terror-stricken. 

" ' Save us alive V cried she, banging down 
the basket-lid (it was light, and didn't hurt 
much) ; 'he knows me — knows me by name ! 
Surely, he must be a bird of the Pit V 

"In order, therefore, to reassure her that, 
wherever I came from originally, I was at 
present addicted to worldly customs, and in- 
clined to be sociable, I hopped from the basket 
to the clock-case, which happened to be ajar, 
and helped myself to a bloater suspended there, 
f ' In a very short time Mrs. Bosco recovered 
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they are our masters and superiors, Rough ! 
Good gracious me ! What "Would your species 
think of you, Rough, should you be caught 
bribing a fellow-dog with a paunch to tell you 
the sort of master your next would be, and 

9 

how many pups you would be blessed with at 
your next litter ? Fancy a young raven apply- 
ing to any old cock of his tribe for information 
on any subject, matrimonial or otherwise ! 

" Yet in such numbers did the geese flock to 
Mrs. Bosco, so liberally did they pay down their 
shillings and sixpences, that I no longer won- 
dered how the brown jar came to be so rich. The 
young person to whom had been imparted the 
secret of the coming of the ' Raven of the 
Black Forest/ had, as Mrs. Bosco knew she 
would, so industriously spread the news, that, 
after the first day or so, every customer that 
came had something to say about it. 'Was it 
really true ? Was it really the Evil One shaped 
like a raven ? and could he, as was rumoured, 
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pick oat any odd bit from the future as easily 
as he could pluck a worm from the earth?' 
To which questions Mrs. Bosco returned vague 
and uncertain answers, and told them that 
time would show. 

" At last came the opening day. So sanguine 
had Mrs. Bosco become that the speculation 
would turn out profitable, that she actually 
went to some expense for ' scenery/ The win- 
dow was draped with heavy purple curtains so 
as to exclude the light, and two wax candles 
were stuck in the brackets against the wall. 
From the ceiling to the table there hung a 
curtain of crimson gauze, and behind this I 
was perched on the skull before mentioned — 
the old lady having good-naturedly roughed the 
top of it to save me from slipping. The cur- 
tain of crimson gauze crossed the centre of the 
table, so that one half of it was devoted solely 
to my use — the foremost half being occupied 
by the old woman's fortune-telling implements. 
11 
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There were two entrances into the fortune- 
telling house, but so many raps came to both, 
that, in self-defence, Mrs. Bosco was obliged to 
treble her customary prices. 

" One example, Rough, will let you into the 
entire system as to how the dodge was worked. 
Say the customer is a spooney youth, wanting 
to know if he is at all ever likely to get a sweet- 
heart ; if so, how, and when, and where ? He 
whispers the question to Mrs. Bosco, who re- 
peats it to me behind the curtain. 

" ( Impsiwheeze/ said she, 'answer — yes 
or no V 

"'Yes.' 

" ' Will she be tall or short?' 

« ' Short. 1 

« ' Will she be handsome, do you know V 

"'No.' 

" ' Good gracious V ejaculates the young man, 
turning paler than ever. 

" ' Will she be poor or rich V 
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"'Rich.' 

" ' How long will it be before lie meets 
her?' 

" Now, it was an understanding that when 
I didn't get any clue from the question, I was 
to utter the first nonsense that came into my 
head. 

" € Chuckster-toll-bar-binks/ replied I. 

" € That is Hebrew,' explained Mrs. Bosco 
to the astonished youth — ' a tongue which the 
bird sometimes mixes with ours. I, however, 
can interpret it : fifteen njonths and a quarter 
is the time mentioned by the sage bird. Is 
that right, Impsiwheeze V 

« ' Right/ replied I. 

"That terminated the interview, the silly 
fellow taking his departure, assured that he had 
received ample worth for the half-crown he 
had paid, and which it had taken us not a 
moment more than ten minutes to earn. True 
to her word, Mrs. Bosco did pet me like a 
11—3 
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prince. Whatever in the way of eating I chose 
to ask for (and in a very short time there were 
few good things I did not know the names of) 
was instantly provided, and the most fastidious 
bird could not have desired snugger roosting 
than mine. Although magnified profits benefited 
me nothing, I had the satisfaction of knowing 
that Mrs. Bosco was no better off than myself. 
The brown jar, grown too small, was replaced 
by a big leather hat-box, and, when all was 
snug for the night, and the door was barred 
and bolted, out came the treasure ; and, sitting 
on the ground, Mrs. Bosco passed a delightful 
hour in counting the guineas and pouring them 
through and through her hands like water, 
while I, as rich as she, perched on her shoulder 
and enjoyed the chink and glitter. 

" So, beloved by the old woman and respected 
by all who knew me, I passed nearly twenty 
years of my life — until, indeed, Mrs. Bosco 
grew so silly and purblind, that the business 
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would have been entirely ruined if I hadn't 
kept particularly wide awake. I have not the 
least doubt I should have stayed with her till 
she died, only for an adventure that at once 
entirely altered my course of life and pros- 
pects." 
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CHAPTER X. 

IN WHICH PEG LEAVES MBS. BOSCO, IN COMPANY OF A 
QUEER CUSTOMER OF HEB8. 

" Thts was the adventure. There came to our 
house one night, long after business hours — 
indeed, the room-door was barred, and the 
leather hat-box dragged from its hiding-place — •• 
visitors in a hackney-coach. It was very dark, 
and raining heavily, yet they who came by the 
vehicle discharged it — as Mrs. Bosco could see 
from the window — and then stood at the door 
knocking for admission. It was a woman and 
a man. 

" c Shall we let them in, Impy ?' said Mrs. 
Bosco ; 'folks who pay coach-fare to come here 
must be worth waiting on — eh, pet?' 

" t Let 'em in/ replied I. 
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"So the hat-box was replaced, the door 
unbarred, and while Mrs. Bosco hobbled down 
to the door (she was goodness knows how old 
"by this time, and very feeble) to let in the 
company, I unhooked the crimson curtain, 
and, letting it down properly, took my perch 
behind it, and on my old throne, the skull. 
Presently my mistress ushered in her visitors. 

"The woman was old and wrinkled, and 
walked with a crutch-stick, and it needed not 
her costly clothes, her gloved hands, and silken 
mantle, to bespeak her a lady ; she moved and 
talked like one ; she wore her veil down, yet 
through it — through it and the crimson gauze 
curtain — I could see that she was wofully pale. 
The man was a young man; and no more power- 
ful antidote could be required against the lady's 
overwhelming gentility. He was tall and lithe, 
and bore about him a certain sort of restless- 
ness, never to be found with honesty. His 
gentlemanly attire served him no better than 
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gilt serves a counterfeit guinea — the base metal 
peeped out at all quarters, especially from his 
nervous lips and busy, light blue eyes. I hadn't 
seen such a fellow since poor Jack Lampit was 
gibbeted : I felt quite an interest in him. 

" ' How can I serve you, lady V inquired 
Mrs. Bosco, dusting chairs for her customers, 
while her eyes twinkled in anticipation of a 
handsome fee — more golden chicks for the hat- 
box ! 

" The young man, who was behind the lady, 
answered. Said he — 

" c Oh, it's a simple matter, ma'am ; a mere 
whim has brought my good aunt here (here he 
laid his finger on his forehead, and winked at 
Mrs. Bosco, evidently wishing to convey to the 
old fortune-teller that his " good aunt" was not 
of sound mind) ; she has had a* sad misfortune 
lately — a severe loss. I don't know where the 
deuce she heard about you and your scarecrow 
here' (pointing at me), ' but hear she has, and 
nothing would do but that she must come and 
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see if your supernatural skill could be brought 
to bear on her mysterious bereavement. Any- 
how, earn your fee quickly, and let us be off 
from this odious den/ 

" ' Don't mind him, madam/ said the old 
lady, rising, and laying her delicate hand ten- 
derly on my mistress's crooked paw ; ' it is his 
way — he means you no insult Yet he says 
true. I hardly know why I have come here ; 
but so great a mystery has happened to me, that 
it seems to me mysterious agency alone will 
solve the riddle. Is it true that you and your 
bird here have a knowledge of things hidden 
from simple folk V 

"'Is it tuue, Impsiwheeze V asked Mrs. 
Bosco of me. 

" c Teue V replied I, emphatically. 

" The old lady gave a little scream at hearing 
my voice, and sank, paler still, to her chair. 
The young man changed colour too (I had my 
eye on him !) but he affected to treat it as a 
good joke. 
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" € Gad ! what a delightful pair V laughed he. 

" € Then listen, ma'am/ spoke the lady, not 
heeding the interruption. ( This gentleman, who 
has so kindly accompanied me, is my nephew. 
Besides him I have — alas ! had — a niece, and 
they and I lived happily together. Every 
comfort that money could buy had we, and 
still might have had until it pleased Heaven 
that I should die, and then, enough and to 
spare as I should have left them, they might 
still have lived together happily ; or, sharing 
my wealth equally, have separated, and each 
taken a way most pleasant to them. But, ma'am, 
I suddenly find myself bereaved of my niece. 
She has gone. Gentle and loving as she always 
seemed to me — more like a daughter than one 
more distantly related — she has suddenly turned 
thief, and fled ! Turned thief, taking with her 
my money, and all my money's-worth, and gone 
suddenly away. She has made me a poor 
woman/ continued she, grasping the young 
man's hand for comfort's sake ; € but if you can 
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show me, ma'am, where she has gone, I will pay 
you double the largest fee you ever yet were 
paid. 1 

" 'Ay/ said the young fellow — his smirking 
face above the bowed and distressed head of the 
lady — ' tell us, if you can, where she has gone ; 
it will be worth your while/ 

" My mistress was evidently much perplexed. 
The case was of a different character to any 
that had hitherto come under her notice ; but 
then to confess her ignorance would be to lose 
a fee — double the largest she had ever received ! 
Luckily, in the midst of her confusion, she 
turned towards me ; and I, who saw the case 
quite clearly, gave her a look that at once re- 
assured her. Said she — 

" € What question may I put to the raven V 

u € Where she may be found V replied the 
young man, promptly ; € that will puzzle your 
feathered magician, I know/ 

"'/know!' echoed I, without waiting for 
Mrs. Bosco to put the question. 
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" ' The d 1 you do V muttered the young 

fellow, while my mistress looked astonished 
that I should have spoken out of my turn ; and 
the lady, wringing her hands, ejaculated — 

" c Oh ! tell me where, good bird — tell me 
where on earth ' 

" e Earth !' repeated I, sharply; and, seeing 
that the young fellow started suddenly at the 
word, I repeated it shriller still, and, leaving 
my skull, flew round about him, screaming the 
word ' Earth ! — earth ! — earth !' 

" Mrs. Bosco was evidently much alarmed at 
my extraordinary behaviour, while the lady was 
nigh fainting with fright. As for the young 
fellow, his face flickered from scarlet to white, 
with guilty dread, and making for the door, 
said he — 

" c Come away, aunt ! We are being fooled. 
They will kill you with their devilish tricks if 
you stay here. *Here, woman/ continued he to 
Mrs. Bosco, throwing a guinea on the table, 
1 take this, and let us out. Quick ! — pah ! I 
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should be stifled if I stayed here another 
minute/ 

" I believe my mistress was so amazed with 
the entire business, that — having secured the 
guinea — she was glad to hear him talk of going. 

" ' Certainly/ replied she to the young man, 
' I will light you downstairs, good sir — unless 
you would please to stay while I endeavoured 
to make my raven explain himself more fully / 

" ' No, no/ said he ; ' we have already stayed 
too long ; come away, my dear aunt/ And, 
linking his arm in hers, they moved out of the 
room. 

"There was something about that young 
fellow that drew me as irresistibly towards him 
as the magnet draws a needle. During my long 
partnership with the fortune-teller I had made 
the acquaintance of many queer folks — had 
felt marvellously interested in their strange 
tales and revelations — but never before had I 
felt as I now did towards the young man whose 
cousin had so mysteriously disappeared ! I de- 
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termined to follow him. I knew that it was a 
rash step (I had never been a hundred yards 
from Mrs. Bosco's residence the whole time I 
was with her), but I couldn't help it. I hopped 
down the stairs after them, and, when the outer 
door was opened, skipped unseen into the dark 
street. 

" It was still raining ; and the two made the 
best of their way out of the narrow street and 
into the highway, where the young man hailed 
a coach. I was not nigh enough to hear what 
directions the coachman received, or I might 
have been daunted at the long distance. Away 
drove the coach ; and I, perching on the roof 
of it, was driven away too. 

" Westward. On and on, through the miser- 
able rain, for nearly an hour, until we came to 
Kensington, and passed the king's palace, and 
sped along a dark, lonely road ; and then the 
coachman drew up at a dingy-looking mansion, 
shut out from the highway by iron rails and a 
big gate, and surrounded by a dreary garden. 
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An old dame opened the door, and paid the 
coachman his fare. A deaf old dame she was, 
— so deaf, that when the coachman shook his 
wet capes, and for the third time inquired ' if 
they didn't keep spirits in the house/ replied, 
e Bless the man, no ! — 'tain't no more haunted 
than anybody else's ;' and while she was staring 
indignantly at the coachman I skipped in and 
up the stairs in a twinkling. 

" The young man and his aunt were in the 
drawing-room, and the old maid was in the 
kitchen; and as far as I could hear, there was 
nobody else in the house. It was a big house; 
and the rooms into which I had an opportunity 
of peeping were sombre, cheerless places enough. 
Somehow, the feeling that had actuated me to 
follow the strange couple increased in intensity 
every moment. I hadn't felt so real and ravenish 
for many a long day. My eyes were better 
then than they now are. Such doors as were 
open I entered, and at last found a chamber 
that was evidently used to sleep in. By the 
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furniture I judged that it was a man who slept 
there ; so, thinks I, I'll stay here for the pre- 
sent, anyhow, and see what comes of it — stow- 
ing myself in a snug corner, you may be sure. 

' ' Presently the young fellow came up with a 
candle, entered the room where I was, locked 
the door, and began to undress for bed. He, 
however, seemed disturbed in his mind ; and 
having divested himself of his coat and his 
boots, and unbuttoned his waistcoat, he sat 
down on the edge of his bedstead, and, nursing 
one of his legs, went into a brown study. 
Whatever was the nature of his cogitations, 
they didn't seem to agree with him, as was 
testified by his frequent snorting and ' pshaw- 
ing/ and gnawing his finger nails ; all of which 
signs, from my dark corner, I observed and 
noted with great satisfaction. 

" Then he sat awhile, so quiet that you could 
not hear him breathe; then he started up 
quite suddenly, and ejaculated ' Phew V as does 
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a man oppressed by sultry summer. ' Pm grow- 
ing as great an idiot as that old fool below, 
I believe/ whispered he, and took to walking 
noiselessly across and across the room. It was a 
cold night, and the wind blew the rain fiercely 
against the window; but the air of the room had 
grown so oppressive that he opened it wide, doing 
it stealthily, and pinning the blind to the case- 
ment, that the wind might not buffet it about. 
" In a corner of the room was a chest of 
drawers, and above it was a rail to hang coats 
on ; on this rail I was perched, nearly hidden 
by the collar of a coat that hung there. After 
the young man had walked about the room a 
little while, he crept to the door to make sure 
that it was fast ; then he took from his pocket 
a little key, and — candle in hand — to my dis- 
may, approached the drawers. Had he stood 
the light on the drawers, I must have been dis- 
covered; but he stood it on the floor, and, kneel- 
ing down, unlocked the bottom drawer. 
12 
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"What he saw there seemed to do him more 
good than either walking about or opening the 
window. My position would not allow of me 
getting a peep into the drawer he was busy at, 
but I could make out a rustling and a chinking, 
and now and then could hear him laugh in a 
smug way, and under his breath. How I 
longed to see what it was that was making him 
so merry ! I craned my neck as far as I could, 
but it was not the least good; till at last I 
could not restrain my tormenting curiosity any 
longer, and leaped from the rail to the top of 
the chest of drawers, and, perching on the edge, 
looked down. 

"Starting to his feet with a low cry, he 
stepped swiftly to the door, thinking that thence 
the noise proceeded, and for the few moments 
he was breathlessly listening at the keyhole I 
was peeping into the open drawer. It was a 
pretty sight. There were jewels, earrings, and 
bracelets, and finger-rings, sparkling with 
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precious stones, and articles in gold and silver, 
and paper money and gold money. 

" € It must have been fancy/ said the young 
fellow, in a dry voice, as he brought his white 
face towards the drawers again; 'it wasn't like 
a footstep or a voice, but rather like a ' 

" At that moment his eyes encountered mine 
looking boldly at him. He didn't call out or 
make an uproar ; he backed, step by step, to 
the bedstead, and sank sitting on it, his 
trembling heels tattooing the floor violently, 
1 A raven, a raven V whispered he — ' the raven V 
But, as I still kept my eyes on him, I saw his 
terror change to wrath. He rose, and came 
straight towards me, muttering, ' You shall die 
for this.' 

"But there were two to that business. I 
rose to the ceiling out of his reach, taking up 
the threat he had uttered, and shrieking, ' You 
shall die for this ! you shall die for this !' and 
then, it happening at that very moment that 
12— 2 
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the wind dislodged the pinned window-blind, and 
showed a free passage to the open air, I made 
a sudden dash out, taking the cry with me, and 
uttering it at my shrillest as I flew round and 
round the house. You should have seen him, 
Rough, as every time in my circling flight I 
swept past his window, and saw him stretching 
out his woful face into the night and the 
rain, and biting his white lips, and covering 
his ears with his hands — the fool! — as though 
by so doing he could hinder other folks hearing 
me ! I was the bird he had called ' scarecrow,* 
you will recollect ! Ho, ho ! O dear, O dear ! 
I never enjoyed anything so much in all my life ! 
"At last I grew tired of the sport, and, 
lighting on a ruined dovecot, I crept in out of 
the rain, resolved to have a rest till morning, 
and then be off home. I am glad I did so 
make up my mind, otherwise I should have 
entirely missed the very best part of the per- 
formance/' 
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CHAPTER XI. 

IN WHICH PEG WOBBIES AN ENEMY TO DEATH AND A 
. WATEBY GBAYE. 

" The dovecot commanded a view of the young 
fellow's chamber-window — indeed, it was not 
more than twenty yards from it. He had not 
seen me enter it, and evidently thought I had 
taken flight ; still for a long time he continued 
to lean out of the window, with his elbows 
resting on the wet sill, and his face resting on 
his hands ; and for a long while after that — 
after he had closed the window — his candle 
remained unextinguished ; and, as I could see 
by his shadow coming and going on the blind, 
he kept pacing the room. I finally fell asleep 
leaving him at it. 

" I was awoke by the creaking of a door. 



182 REMINISCENCES OF A RAVEN. 

It was just sunrise, and the rain had ceased, 
and the birds were twittering in the bushes. 
Peeping from one of the dovecot entrances, 
there I saw my young fellow emerging from the 
rear of the house. He was without his shoes 
and without his coat — in fact, in exactly the 
same condition as when, the night before, he 
had partly undressed, and sat at the foot of 
his bed to consider his affairs. In his hand he 
had a little parcel tied in a silk handkerchief. 
He cautiously hurried to the extremity of the 
garden. 

" Had my sentry-box been designed for its 
present purpose it could not possibly have 
served me better. Whichever way my young 
fellow turned, whether to the right or to the 
left, I had only to shift an inch or two to another 
loophole and there he was, full in sight. He 
came to a bush, whose long and tangled 
branches trailed along the ground. Looking 
about him, he discovered a broken tile, and 
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then, kneeling down before the bush, and 
lifting up the long, tangled branches and rest- 
ing them on his shoulders, he set about grubbing 
a hole close to the bush's stump. 

" As much rain had fallen of late, the earth 
was soft enough, and in a few minutes he had 
scooped out a place sufficiently large to contain 
the little parcel. He thrust it in, covered it 
with earth, and beat it down with his fists. 
Then he rose, and made for the house — came 
within a dozen yards of it — stopped hesitatingly 
— turned his face to the garden again — gave a 
glance at the blank, quiet windows of the house 
— and then, stooping his body, sped noiselessly 
to another quarter of the great garden — the 
dreariest and most wasteful part of it, and 
furthest removed from the spot where he had 
hidden the little parcel. 

" He came to a spot that at one time had 
been used to grow flowers. Overrun as it was 
with weeds, you could still make out the shape 
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of round beds and oval beds struggling out of 
the rank grass that on all sides threatened to 
devour them. Before one of these oval shapes 
— covered with weeds as were the others — my 
young fellow paused, and did — nothing! Only 
stood wistfully regarding it for a few moments, 
and then hurried back to the house again, and 
shut himself in. Now, I put it to you, Rough 
— what conclusion would you have arrived at 
if you had witnessed this odd behaviour of my 
young fellow?" 

"I should have thought," answered the 
terrier, " that he was uncertain in his mind 
whether the old flower-plot was not a better 
place to hide the parcel than under the bush — 
that a view of it altered his ideas — and that he 
finally resolved to leave it where it was." 

" Just so !" replied the raven, tossing his head 
contemptuously. "I suppose, now, it would 
never have occurred to you that the lost young 
woman — my young fellow's cousin — might be 
hidden in that old flower-plot ?" 
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" Bless my heart, no !" exclaimed the honest 
dog, a ridge of hair rising along his back with 
horror. 

"Well, it occurred to me/ 9 replied Peg, 
triumphantly, "the moment I observed this 
mysterious manoeuvre of his. That was how 
I accounted for it; and no sooner was the 
coast clear than, to satisfy my mind on the 
point, I flew over to the spot, and was at once 
satisfied that my conjecture was correct! I 
saw at once how it had been managed: the 
weeds had been sliced off the surface in slabs, 
the superfluous earth thrown down an old well 
that was there, the body buried, the slabs of 
weed replaced, and the whole business snugly 
hid from every eye in the world — except those 
of a raven. 

" So delighted was I at the discovery I half 
made, that for the life of me I couldn't leave 
the oval bed. It seemed to me it was my 
property, and that I was entitled to do as I 
pleased with it. I strutted about it, nestled 



186 REMINISCENCES OF A RAVEN. 

among the rank verdure and sunned myself, 
and finallytook into my head the whim that I 
would clear off some of the weeds. So, on and 
off, was I engaged till the afternoon, when I 
heard a footstep, and, looking up, there was my 
young fellow lounging up with a cigar in his 
mouth, with the gait of an idle gentleman, and 
the face of a man haggard and anxious, and 
tired to death. I was displeased at being dis- 
turbed at my pleasant job, and croaked my 
displeasure as I rose heavily from the ground. 

"You should have seen my young fellow 
then, Rough ! He uttered a cry such as one of 
your own species when hurt suddenly, and 
threw up his hands and swayed like a drunken 
man, till his feet failed him, and his knees 
rested on the ground. He was not more than 
half-a-dozen yards from the oval bed at the 
time, and presently, seeing the great bald 
place on it I had made by pecking off the green 
stuff, he crawled forward and collected the torn 
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and scattered weeds, and eagerly replaced them, 
thrusting the stems into the soft earth, and 
plaiting and tying them, to make them look 
upright and natural. Meanwhile, perched in 
an elder-tree, I looked down on him, and 
encouraged him at his work by now and then 
uttering the threat he had used towards me the 
night before— 

" ' You shall die for this ! You shall die 
for this !' 

" My young fellow was driven as nearly mad 
as possible. He clasped his hands, and implored 
me to go away ; he clenched his hands, and ut- 
tered horrid threats ; he came at the big elder- 
tree, and, taking its trunk in his hands, made 
as though he would tear it down ; he caught 
up handsful of muddy earth and stones, and 
cast them at me. This put me to flight; I 
flew to the other side of the garden, and, find- 
ing out the bush beneath which the parcel was 
buried, sat in the thickness of it. 
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" As I knew would be the case, he presently 
came tottering up to the bush, pale and whining, 
and cursing me as fast as his lips could wag. 

" ' O that I had hold of him !' said he ; ' that 
I could lay just one hand on him ! I'd pound 
him to death V 

" € To death ! to death V repeated I, rising 
out of the bush and flying back to the oval bed, 
while he came raving and stumbling after me. 
I was there first, though, by many seconds — 
seconds enough to spoil his pretty attempt at 
weed-planting, and to be snugly ensconced in 
my elder-tree before he arrived. 

"I have somewhere heard that certain 
poisons, taken in excess, act as their own an- 
tidote ; it seemed, as regarded my young fellow, 
that excessive despair and passion had the same 
effect. In an instant he grew calm and self- 
possessed, and, pacing up and down leisurely, 
reflected on what he had best do. He soon 
made up his mind. He went to the old well, 



ON GUABD. 189 

drew up some water, cleansed his muddy hands, 
and refreshed his weary face, using his pocket- 
handkerchief as a towel. Then he looked for 
and found his half-burnt cigar, re-lit it, and, 
once more becoming the innocent, idle gentle- 
man, sauntered to the house. Presently he 
returned with a chair and a book, and, planting 
his seat in fair view of the oval bed, sat himself 
down, and affected to be at his ease, and read- 
ing. Reading ! I had only to stir the least in 
the world on my perch in the elder-tree, and 
his eyes were upon me like lightning. 

" So he sat till evening, and then the deaf old 
housekeeper came and told him tea was 
ready. He wanted no tea, he said, and kept 
on with his book. 

" When it began to grow dark, came thte old 
lady who had accompanied my young fellow to 
Mrs. Bosco's. She seemed much concerned 
at his sitting out in the cold night air, and 
begged him to come in, calling him her dear 
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nephew — her darling John. Singularly enough 
-—considering what a mild, innocent creature 
she was — I had taken quite a fancy to her, and 
could not forbear making her aware I was there 
and recognised her. I gave a shrill whistle, 
which, however, was unheeded by the old lady, 
so engrossed was she with her nephew's obsti- 
nate refusal to come in-doors. " Darling John" 
heard the whistle in a twinkling, and, turning 
hurriedly to his relative, said — 

" ' You really must excuse me for an hour or 
so, ma'am ; I am reading ' 

"'At this light?' 

" ' Well, well, I have been reading, dear aunt, 
and — and — I want an hour's solitude to think 
over the contents of the good book, whic h 
You infernal imp ! let that quiet you !' 

" This last observation was not addressed to 
the lady, but to me ; failing to attract her at- 
tention by whistling, I flew to the ground and 
came towards her, but my civil intentions were 
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frustrated by my young fellow hurling the 
" good book" at me with all his might. It struck 
me broadside, and for Jhe moment nearly took 
away my breath — indeed, left me with barely 
enough life to scramble into a thick holly-bush. 
There I think I must have become insensible 
for a considerable time, for, when I again be- 
came conscious, the moon was shining on the 
red holly-berries. Lucky for me it was, that, 
when I entered the bush,. it was so nearly dark 
that my young fellow did not observe me, else 
that fainting fit of mine might never have 
ended. 

" I listened attentively, but could not hear 
the least sound. I crept out of the bush, and 
looked about ; there was my young fellow, still 
seated and alone, watching the oval bed. As you 
may expect, my sentiments towards him had 
entirely altered. Hitherto I had only considered 
him as the butt of a pleasant and exciting 
adventure ; now he had earned my bitterest 



192 REMINISCENCES OF A RAVEN. 

hatred, and I discharged the debt with the ut- 
most satisfaction. I should have liked at once 
to have become an eagle or a vulture, that I 
might have gone at him and rent his life out." 

" I'm very sorry to hear you say so," observed 
the one-eyed terrier ; " hpd it been my case, I 
couldn't have cherished malice after I had 
ceased to suffer from the assault/' 

" Did I say I had ceased to suffer ?" asked 
Peg ; " if I did, allow me to rectify the error. 
My back was injured — it was pain for me to 
put one foot before the other ; when I spread 
my wings, it was as though needles were sticking 
into me from my head to my tail. For com- 
fort's sake I gladly would have crept into the 
bush again, and there reposed; but for ven- 
geance sake I banished the idea as soon as it 
occurred to me, and resolved to settle scores 
with my young fellow at once. 

"While meditating on what had best be 
done, it flashed to my mind that, perhaps, during 
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my unconscious condition, he had removed the 
parcel in the handkerchief hidden under the 
bush. By-the-bye, I haven't yet mentioned it, 
but of course you understood it to be my im- 
pression that the stolen plate and jewels formed 
the bulk of that parcel ! Softly as a mouse I 
made my way to the bush. It was all right ; 
after delving away for a minute or two, there 
was an end of the handkerchief in view, and, 
after some more digging, and pulling and haul- 
ing, there was my young fellow's parcel above 
ground once more. 

"It, however, was not enough for me to 
recover the bulk in the handkerchief. Although, 
by the dull clicking and clinking that ensued 
each time it was touched, I was convinced, be- 
yond the least doubt, that it really was the 
stolen property, I wanted to see it. The ends 
of the handkerchief were secured by several 
knots, but of them I took small account — as 
you know, Rough, I can tie knots as well as 
13 
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untie them, and could then very cleverly — for 
a young chap. I did untie them. 

" Now, it unfortunately happened that the 
bush at whose stump the parcel had been hid- 
den stood atop of a steepish mound, and that 
the last knot in the handkerchief was rather a 
teaser. I tugged and tugged, and presently 
was so suddenly successful that the imprisoned 
valuables were loosed, and with much clatter 
rolled down the steep. 

" I was so much startled, that, forgetful of 
my injuries, I mounted to the dovecot. The 
movement occupied scarcely ten seconds, 
yet when I turned about and peeped through 
one of the loopholes, there my young 
fellow was, standing over the scattered trea- 
sure, the image of terror and despair — the 
more that he had not seen by whose agency the 
revelation was accomplished. He, however, 
evidently guessed, for he presently cried, in a 
hoarse whisper, c It must be it — the cursed 
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tiling!' and then, regardless of how the brambles 
tore his hands, he tore away great pieces of the 
bosh to find me. The sight of his great dis- 
tress was a feast for me ; for the time it healed 
my poor back, and made me feel gay — fiercely 
gay, as a raven should. I was brimful of de- 
light — bubbling over. 

« c Whoop !' screamed I from the dove-cot — 
I couldn't help it. ' Whoop ! you shall die for 
this!" 

" With a sudden uplifting of his hands, and 
a terrible cry, he fled from the garden. He 
did not trouble to find the gate, but, arriving 
at the hedge that on one side skirted the garden 
— a tall hedge — he cleared it at a leap, and, as 
I could see from my high sentry-box, went 
scudding down the road. 

"I could by no means settle in my mind 

whether or no he would come back again. I 

thought, however, I would wait awhile and see ; 

and, still feeling hotly savage against him, 

13— % 
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thought I could not better while away the 
time than by clearing from the oval bed the 
weeds he seemed so anxious should remain un- 
disturbed. 

" So I went at it with a will, and kept at it 
till the moon waned, and there came that 
gloomy time that in autumn precedes sunrise. 
The weeds I had by this time cleared away 
were strewn about the other beds, and I had 
made quite a cavern in the soft earth. Then I 
heard a footstep amongst the fallen leaves, and 
mounted the elder-tree to reconnoitre. There 
came my young fellow, slouching cautiously 
along, mud-splashed and haggard as ever was 
seen a penniless tramp in the evening. He 
looked as though he had walked and run a 
score of miles — I verily believe he had — and as 
though every mile had added a year to his age. 
Quietly he came slouching up, and still as 
death sat I. 

"Whether it was that his prime object in 
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returning to the garden was to secure the trea- 
sure lying so cheaply about the ground, and 
that, being once more in the neighbourhood, 
he was urged . by that mysterious power that 
ever seems to urge murderers to their own de- 
struction, he came to have a last-— a very last — 
peep at the oval bed, I can't say ; come he did, 
and when he saw how the oval bed was torn 
and mauled, he groaned and covered his eyes. 

" ' It's no use ! it's no use 1' exclaimed he, 
in a voice that seemed to me rashly loud ; ' it 
is all over — let it end where it began !' 

" It was but a few steps to the deep well, 
and he took the few steps, and, beyond one 
great hollow plunge, I heard no more of him. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

IN WHICH PEG BECOMES, AGAINST HIS WILL, A PEB- 
FOBXING BAVEN. HIS FINAL ANCHOBAGB AT THE 
"CHEEBY GBEETING." DI8COVEBY OF A BAVEN '8 
SKELETON. 

" What the good old lady thought when news 
was brought her that her nephew, as well as 
her niece, had disappeared, and that the stolen 
goods lay strewn about the ragged garden; 
whether, beyond this, the mystery was in- 
scrutable to the distressed old soul; or 
whether the well and the oval bed were made 
to yield up the murdered, and the murderer 
and suicide, I am entirely ignorant ; for, when 
the water in the well had recovered from its 
fright and become calm again, and my enemy 
was gone, leaving the great, ragged garden so 
suddenly still that it almost seemed that it, 
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too, had committed suicide, my excitement was 
quenched ; I felt ill and weary, and yearned for 
Mrs. Bosco and the snuggery at WhitechapeL 

" Then, for the first time, it occurred to me 
that it might be a difficult matter to find my 
way home. Had I flown from the house at 
Whitechapel to that at Kensington, it would 
have been an easy matter to have retraced the 
way; but coming as I did by coach, and 
being more intent on speculating how the 
journey would terminate than in taking notes 
of the route, it became a much more serious 
matter ; so that, what with my misgivings on 
the subject, and my bodily injuries, I set out 
in anything but good spirits. 

"I doubt if ever I should have found 
courage to set out at all if I had foreseen what 
would have come of it. I lost my way. Al- 
though I had lived in London so many years, 
my business took me so little from home tha 
the big city was wholly unknown to me. So 
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it happened that at nightfall I found myself, 
lame and thirsty, a- top of Temple Bar." 

"Stay a moment, my friend," interrupted 
the scrupulous terrier; "you previously told 
me that Mrs. Bosco's house was no great distance 
from the Monument. Now, I know the Monu- 
ment very well ; I know that it is a monstrously 
tall pillar with a flaming globe a-top. I should 
have thought that a bird of as good eyesight 
as yourself could have seen such a landmark 
from any part of London !" 

" If your impertinent interruption did not 
convince me of one thing — that you have 
hitherto paid proper attention to my story — 
I'd answer you by a peck on the nose," replied 
Peg, fiercely. " Didn't I just tell you, stupid, 
that I was lame — so lame that I could hardly 
wag a wing? Fly high, indeed! it was aa 
much as I could do to clear the house-roofs ; 
indeed, when I came to a nice long row, I gave 
my wings a rest and took a spell at hopping. 
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" As I told yon just now, however, at dusk 
I lighted on Temple Bar, too tired to hop or 
fly — to move even. How I bemoaned the result 
of my silly inquisitiveness ! There was I, sick 
and weary, in an unknown region — banished 
from that snug room where the clock-case cup- 
board was, and where the handsome guineas 
were, and the cheese, and the kind-hearted 
Mrs. Bosco, whose sharp shoulder-bone had 
served me so comfortably as a perch, as she sat 
on cold nights with her feet on the fender ! All 
these things I had forfeited, and for what ? For 
the sake of earning the enmity of a scoundrel 
quite unworthy of my notice, and the pleasure 
of hunting him into a well ! 

" Sinking my head beneath my wing, I 
endeavoured to respite my sorrow by a nap, 
but had been in that position but a little while 
when I was suddenly seized by the throat and 
borne rapidly away ! Even if my amazement 
and fright had not made me dumb, that result 
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would certainly have been produced by the 
pressure about my throat. That it was an 
animal that had me I knew by the savage 
growling that assailed my ears, and I knew it 
could be none other than a cat. As all 
the world knows, a deadly hatred has existed 
between ravens and cats since the earliest times, 
so I gave myself up as lost. 

" My captor was a stout, able-bodied cat, and 
bore me over roofs and along perilous ledges 
as easily as I could carry a mouse. At last she 
leapt through an open window, and with her 
head butted open the door of a room. 

" Fatigued with her burden, she dropped me 
under a chair, and placed her forepaw on me 
to keep me down, while she growled louder than 
ever. If ever a bird was near death's door, 
it was I at that moment ; and quite sure am I 
that then and there my career would have 
ended, had not my fading senses been suddenly 
revived by the sound of a human voice. 
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" < Hallo V it said. ' What ! thieving ag*in, 
eh, you varmint? Pigeon for supper, eh? 
Not if I knows it ! — not while yer master is 
'bliged to put up with such wittles as taters, 
with never a relish with 'em! Drop it, will 
yer?' 

"As the request was seconded by a loud- 
sounding blow, the terrible paw was at once 
taken off my back, and the next moment I 
was in the hands of the owner of the voice. 

" ' Beggar the thing V said the man, savagely, 
after he had cast a glance at me ; ' it aint a 
pigeon after all — it's a cannon crow! Here 
— puss ! puss ! you may eat it, and much good 
may it do you V 

" So saying, he flung me under the chair 
again. Fortunately, however, the cat had 
taken offence at her master's rough usage, and 
left the room. Not that I, at the moment, 
cared which way it was ; I was so full of pain 
and trouble that I really think I should have 
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welcomed death, even though he came to me 
in the jaws of a cat. 

" Presently the door opened, and there came 
in — not the cat, but a little girl about ten years 
old, very ragged and thin, and hungry-looking. 
She saw me the moment she entered the room, 
and, running up, took me in her hands. 

" 'Here's a bird, father 1 / said she, delightedly. 
* Whose is it ? — where did it come from V 

"'Cannon crow — Spike brought it; d'ye 
hear? chuck it out o* winder — it's pisen!' 
growled the man. 

" My helpless head was now towards him, 
and I had the chance to see the sort of fellow 
he was. A dirty ruffian, Bough, every inch of 
him. There he sat before the fire, with a 
heel on each hob, and a filthy short pipe be- 
tween his lips. But his dress was the strangest 
part about him. He wore a blue braidedjacket, 
pink trowsers, and round his head—evidently 
for the purpose of keeping his long, greasy hair 
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out of his eyes — a fillet of crimson velvet. He 
had neither shoes nor stockings on, and, what 
with his fantastic dress, and his great naked 
feet so near the fire, he was by no means a 
pleasant-looking person. 

" Chuck the beast out o' winder ; it's pisen, 
I tell you ; do you hear, you disobejent war- 
mint V said he again, rapping the head of the m 
little pale girl with his big knuckles. 

" ' But it ain't dead, father/' urged the child; 
' it's quite warm, and its eyes open and shut' 

" ' Give it here, then/ said the brute, taking 
up the knife with which he had been eating his 
supper; 'I'll precious soon shut its eyes for 
good!' 

"Unwillingly the little girl handed me to 
her father, and he put down his pipe. I didn't 
want to live any longer — I had had quite 
enough— still I could not bear the idea of going 
out of the world as a mere crow, so, just as the 
man with the naked feet had placed my neck 
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on the edge of the table, I turned my face 
feebly towards him, and said — 

" € Fm a raven !' 

" The effect on the man was terrific. In an 
instant myself and the upraised knife were 
dropped to the ground, and the big coward 
actually took refuge behind his mite of a 
daughter, crouching down and holding on by 
her small shoulder. 

"'Say what they used to tell yer at the 
Sunday school, 'Lisa/ whispered he, trem- 
blingly. f It's a supernatural wisitation ! — it's 
a angel from the Father of Brimstone ! Pray 
him away as hard as you can, my dear, and 
Pll give you a ha'penny !' 

" l Don't cry, father,' said the brave little 
woman, trying to disengage herself from the 
big booby ; € it's only a talking bird/ She was 
a shrewd little woman, too, for she presently 
added, ' P'raps he may help to bring the money 
in, father.' 
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" ( The money in ! the money in V echoed I, 
instinctively; whereat the ruffian in the scarlet 
trowsers howled again, and the child clapped 
her hands and laughed, and said, ' I told you 
so V Then she took me in her ragged pinafore, 
and made much of me, and, seeing my beak 
agape, gave me some water, which revived me 
wonderfully ; and presently, seeing that there 
was no danger, the great hulking fellow came 
up and paid me some attentions too. Finally, 
they made me as comfortable as they knew how, 
and left me for the night. 

"When the morning came I felt much 
better, though still woefully weak and stiff in 
the joints. I was located in an old wicker cage, 
and as soon as the sun came in at the grimy 
window, I set about examining my new quar- 
ters. With a single glance the mystery of the 
man's fantastic suit vanished — he was an acro- 
bat. About the walls of the shabby room hung 
implements of the profession, and in an open 
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box in a corner I could see the conjuring peg- 
top, and the balls, and the juggling-knives. 
Against the wall, too, there hung a flimsy 
little skirt of gauze, and a splendid hat and 
feathers, and reposing close by was a pair of 
stilts. There could be no doubt about it — the 
man and the child were street performers ! 

" By-and-bye my new acquaintance began to 
rouse (she slept on a little straw mattress in the 
corner, and he on a truckle bedstead), and got 
breakfast ready, and, happening to have a red 
herring as a relish, the man generously gave 
me the head of it, and bade me say e thankee/ 
which I did, and with a promptness that quite 
delighted him. After breakfast, said the little 
girl— 

" 'Are we going out to-day, father ?' 
" € No, we ain't/ replied he. € I've been a- 
thinking what you said about this 'ere bird 
bringing in the money. If he's got the facul- 
ties to do one thing, he's got 'em to do another. 



A LESSON ON THE TWHT-BOPE. 

He's a talking bird, he is ! Werry well, then, 
he can be taught to be an acting bird — to fire 
cannons, to draw carts, and fence, and all that 
sort of thing. I mean to stay at home this 
werry day, and give him his first lessons ; and, 
so as you may not waste your time, you'll have 
to practise that tight-rope trick you're so 
precious shy of/ 

" ' Oh, father, I shall never be able to do it/ 
said the child, crying. 

u ( Werry well, then, slip off of it and go to 
the orsepital with a rib or so broke, if you pre* 
fers it/ replied he, laughing brutally. ' You've 
got to learn it, that's all I know about it, and 
the sooner you do, the sooner we shall be 
friends again — d'ye understand ?' 

" But I won't pain either myself or you, 
Rough, by reciting the terrible times both I 
and the child had with Mr. Hickory, her father. 
From that very morning the persecutions began. 
He went out and bought a toy cart, and to this 
14 
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he harnessed me — first putting me through the 
diabolical process of wing-clipping — and drove 
me about the room, lame and ill as I was; 
while my companion in misery, balancing a 
pole/ went tottering, and in tears, across and 
across a rope that Mr. Hickory had roughly 
rigged up from wall to wall. Day after day, 
for a fortnight at least, did this state of things 
continue, and during that time I had reason to 
regret, scores of times, that Spike the cat had 
not been allowed to slay me. I grew thin and 
gaunt — a mere shadow of the sleek and plump 
bird that was wont to take its stand behind the 
magnificent scarlet curtain at Mrs. Bosco's. I 
had not a single feather left in my tail, Mr. 
Hickory having made the discovery that plucking 
out the feathers in that region caused me more 
exquisite pain than anything else, and hastened 
the learning of the most difficult task. 

« Nevertheless, to give Mr. Hickory his due, 
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at the expiration of a fortnight I was master of 
a wonderful number of tricks. I could fire off 
a gun, striking my own match ; I could throw 
summersets, wheel a barrow, mount a ladder, 
shoulder a musket, and, better than all, take a 
little saucer in my beak, and take it round to 
the audience, and exclaim, 'Now, sir— copper, 
please!' 

" Little Miss Hickory, too, by dint of con- 
tinued clouting and bruising, at last accom- 
plished the tight-rope to perfection, and between 
us Mr. Hickory picked up a very decent living. 
Not that we ever derived any benefit from his 
success ; there was always some new trick to 
be learnt, and a plentiful application of all 
sorts of cruelty to ensure its perfect accom- 
plishment. The whole of the three years I 
was with him I was a wretched bird, and was 
thankful when the day came when I was 
delivered out of his clutches. 
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" It came about in this way. So proficient 
had Miss Hickory grown in tight-rope dancing 
that her father resolved to go a step further, 
and teach her to accomplish the feat, wearing 
short stilts. Preposterous as it seemed, still it 
was possible, and, after a week of beating and 
starving, the poor little maid contrived to keep 
her balance — and the thing paid wonderfully. 
We were travelling the country at the time, 
and in the afternoon of the second day, after 
the new tricks had been learnt, we pitched 
before this very inn. Ah, Bough ! it was an 
inn then ! Pull of company always, from the 
stable to the attic ! Well, so it was on the day 
in question. The trestles were put up, the rope 
fixed, and € Madame Hickori' commenced ; but 
whether it was that she was overworked, or 
faint from the heat — it was August — nobody 
knew ; but when in the midst of the perform- 
ance, she slipped and fell. Instead of at once 
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seeing to her hurts, Mr. Hickory swore dread- 
fully, lashed her with his cane, and attempted 
to stand her once more on the rope ; but it 
was no use — her leg was broken. 

" So the indignant people who were looking 
on seized Mr. Hickory and bore him to the 
watch-house, while the poor little maid was 
taken to the hospital, and I to the ' Cheery 
Greeting/ where I was lodged and treated 
magnificently. What became of the poor little 
dancing-girl I never knew, but some months 
after, Mr. Hickory, looking very shamefaced, 
and with his hair bearing traces of the gaol 
scissors, came to the ' Cheery Greeting/ and 
demanded that I should be given up to him ; 
but the worthy host, anxious to retain me, met 
the demand by an application for my hotel 
expenses, and threatened to arrest him if they 
were not at once paid ; whereon Mr. Hickory 
slunk off, and was seen no more, and ever since 
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this has been my comfortable home. So it may 
continue to be, old boy, if we set our heads 
together, eh?" 

Replied the ragged and one-eyed terrier, 
" Thank you for your offer, Peg. I have listened 
to your story with even more patience than I 
thought possible to me, and you will excuse 
me if I frankly tell you that my knowledge of 
the latter years of your life, coupled with your 
own confessions as to the former, render you, 
in my humble opinion, an unfit companion for 
any honest, though destitute, dog. Farewell, 
Peg ; I wish you all the luck that old com- 
panions can wish each other, but I can't stay 
another minute with you. Good-bye." 

For once in his life, Peg the Raven was 
really abashed ; and when his old friend trotted 
mournfully, but rapidly, across the yard, and 
squeezing himself under the gate, was for ever 
lost to view, his remorseful countenance was a 
lesson to see. 
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Three months afterwards, when the brick- 
layers were pulling down the old " Cheery 
Greeting/' to make room for the new railway 
station, they discovered an old dog-kennel, and 
in the farthermost corner of it the skeleton of 
a raven. 



THE END. 
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